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MORLEY ERNSTEIN

THE TENANTS OF THE HEART.

CHAPTER I.

We must now endeavour to give the picture of

a woman's mind under deep affliction, as a con-

trast to that which we have drawn of a man

suffering from similar sorrow. Juhet Carr sat

sad and lonely in her own room at Yelverly,

meditating over lost happiness and bitter dis-

appointment. Her father's health was better

—

that is to say, he was stronger, able to rise, and

go about in the immediate neighbourhood,

though the surgeon shook his head, warned him

that no great exertions must be made, and gave

Juliet herself to understand that Mr. Carr was

still in a very precarious state. It was a great

VOL. III. B



2 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

relief to her, however, to see his heakh even so

far improved, for it removed the necessity of

making that anxious struggle to do her duty

towards him, by tending him in sickness, which

she never failed in, notwithstanding his unwil-

lingness to receive her attention, or be indebted

to her care.

She sat, then, lonely in her chamber, thinking

over her fate, and it must be acknowledged that

sad indeed were all her feelings, and deep was

the depression that rested on her mind. But

very, very different was her endurance of the sor-

row fi'om that of Morley Ernstein. She was

sensible that her happiness was gone for ever,

her brightest hopes disappointed, the treasured

affections of her heart, the first deep, earnest

love of her young spirit cast away upon the

ocean of Time—one of all the manifold things

which in the course of the world are wrecked and

perish in that engulfing sea. She felt her fate

in all its bitterness, but she writhed not under

the pang ; she knew that it is woman's lot to

endure, and she prepared her mind for a life of

endurance. She wept often, it is true, but she

prayed often, too. She prayed not only for

herself, but for him whose peace was ship-

wrecked with her own—she prayed that God
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might give him happiness, consolation, relief

—

that the grief which had befallen him might not

drive his impetuous nature to seek for amuse-

ment or occupation in paths of danger or of

wrong—nay more, that he might find others to

cheer and to support him—that his fate might

be brighter than her own—that he might not

remember, nor feel, nor love as long as she must

do.

For her own part her mind was made up ; the

day-dream of life was over to her ; she asked

nothing, she expected nothing from the future.

All the aspirations of the young heart were at

an end, and though she might expect some

pleasures of a certain kind— in the doing good

to others, the wiping away some tears, the relief

of sorrows, the comforting and the consoling of

the poor and the distressed— she dreamt of

nothing more. She was well contented, indeed,

to bound her hopes to the being an instrument

in the hands of God to benefit her fellow-

creatures; and if imagination did present a vision

to her mind of anything like real joy for herself,

if her heart did lift a prayer to Heaven for

anything like individual gratification, it em-

braced but one bright object, it implied but one

earnest petition that the time might sooner or

b2



4 MORLr.Y ERNSTEIN.

later come when she should be of some use to

him she loved — that she might have some

opportunity of showing him the und^dng, the

unchanging affection which existed in her heart.

Oh ! with w^hat delight she sometimes dreamed

of the possibility of following his footsteps unseen

through the world, of hovering round him like

a protecting spirit, warding off from him dangers

and difficulties, shielding him from malice,

enmity, and strife, guarding him against others

—perhaps against himself! Such, for a moment,

would sometimes be the waking vision of Juliet

Carr; but then she would endeavour to shut it

out.—It seemed too bright, too happy, for her

to believe that anything so joyful could yet be

in store for her.

These, then, reader, were the feelings of the

woman's heart under the same affliction which

had produced very different sensations in Mor-

ley Ernstein. He, it is true, longed for the

happiness of Juliet Carr, even independent of

himself; his voice would ever have been read}^

to defend her, his arm to protect ; he would

have gone to strife, and peril, and to certain

death to procure her even a moment's happi-

ness ; but w^ith his endurance of his owai grief

was mingled a bitterness and a repining which
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made him writhe and struggle under it. The

character of man, born for effort and exer-

tion, destined and taught to resist and to

strive, rendered it scarcely possible for him to

bow with resignation like hers to the stroke that

separated them ; there was anger mingled with

the tears that he shed, and wrath was in his

heart as well as sorrow.

Morley, however, had the world to go to for

relief and for occupation. Juliet, in this re-

spect, was far more unfortunate than he was,

for she had nothing to take off the first edge

of her sorrow; there was no variety in her

existence, there was no one object to turn her

thoughts from herself. Her father—though the

sort of habitual respect with which he was ac-

customed to treat her, prevented him from

breaking forth even into an angry word, never-

theless regarded her, when they met, with a

stern and an enquiring eye ; and the continual

presence of the youth, William Barham, drove

her often to seek the refuge of her own chamber,

in order to avoid society which she did not like,

and which every day was becoming more and

more unpleasant to her.

From motives, and with views which Juliet

could m no degree divine, Mr. Carr used to
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indulge the weak, idle, selfish youth whom he

had taken into the house, in every sort of whim

and fancy. He, who was usually so parsimo-

nious, refused the young man nothing that he

desired, and an evident taste for drinking soon

manifested itself in his unpromising protege.

Mr. Carr caused him to be supplied with wine,

or spirits, or whatever he might think necessary,

taking a note, indeed, of every farthing of ex-

pense, but still with a degree of liberality which

astonished all who witnessed his proceedings.

It may be easily supposed, that the sort of un-

limited command which the youth had over

everything in the house, was not only unpleasant

to Juliet personally, but also was painful for her

to witness, from the evil effects it was evidently

producing upon the brother of Helen Barham.

In one of her letters to Helen, who still

remained with Lady Malcolm, Juliet, after much

hesitation, mentioned the facts and her appre-

hensions ; and about four days afterwards, while

her father and William Barham were both out,

she suddenly heard the rolling of wheels, and

the moment after her maid ran in to tell her

that Miss Barham had just arrived from London.

Juliet went down in haste, and the meeting

between Helen Barham and herself was like that
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of tvvo sisters. In regard to human affections

—

as indeed in regard to almost everything else

—

time is a mere relative term; for there are

circumstances and situations which bind heart

to heart in a few hours by ties more strong than

can be woven by the intimacy of a lifetime. It

is alone upon the deceitfulness of the world that

is grounded the sad necessity of choosing slowly

and thoughtfully the friends of the heart ; but

there are cases where the inmost secrets of the

bosom are so clearly displayed that caution may

be well done away ; and generally it is in such

cases that those circumstances exist which draw

us irresistibly towards another, and teach us at

once to love and to esteem.

So had it been with Helen Barham and Juliet

Carr. In a few days—nay, in a few hours, they

had known each other well, and loved each

other dearly ; and if in the character of Helen

Barham there were points which Juliet grieved

for, yet they were points which excited tender-

ness and pity rather than condenniation, and

proceeded from errors in education, never from

defects of the heart. When they had last met

there had existed a difference in their state of

mind, which was the only impediment to the

deepest attachment. It was, that Juliet Carr
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was then perfectly happy, and happiness, which

is at best a selfish thing, prevented her from feel-

ing altogether as she might have done that full

sympathy for Helen, which none but those who

have themselves known deep grief can expe-

rience towards those who grieve. Let me not

be misunderstood, however—Juliet had sympa-

thized with her fair companion deeply, and had

loved her warmly, and the only abatement was,

that Juliet was herself completely happy. Now,

however, happiness had passed away from her

heart, and as she held Helen in her arms for a

moment, at their first meeting, she felt that she

had hardly loved her half enough.

Luckily for themselves, they were suffered to

be alone for several hours, for they had much

to explain to each other which was difficult to

tell—many subjects to speak upon, in regard to

which even woman with woman hesitates. And

Juliet had dreamt a dream, so mingled of sweet

and noble purposes, of painful expectations,

of devotion, of resignation, and of tenderness,

that it was hard for her even to approach the

subject— hard even to think of it, without

the tears rising in her eyes, and her heart

throbbing as if it would beat through her bosom.

She gazed on Helen Barham, while they sat
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and talked together ; she looked at her bright

and sparkling beauty, almost as if she had been

a lover ; she read the deep, strong affections of

those bright heart-full eyes, she fathomed in

her own mind the well of intense feelings

that existed in that soft bosom, and in her

humihty she asked herself—" What am I, that

he should love me rather than her ?"

Juliet went on wdth her enquiries, and de-

manded of herself, " Is it not possible—is it not

even probable, that, knowing we can never be

united, with his attachment to me broken by

the cold hand of despair, his affections may turn

to one who so well deserves them, and Helen

Barham, happy in his love, may, in the end, make

him happy likewise ?" Not only was it likely,

she thought, but scarcely to be doubted. It was

impossible that he could see much of one so

beautiful, so talented, so engaging, without

learning to love her, if love for another could

once be extinguished in his heart.

A pause had taken place while she thus

thought, and Juliet saw her fair companion's

eyes rest upon the green expanse before the

house, while an expression of deep melancholy

stole over her countenance. Juliet read that

look, and read it rightly ; and though she felt

B 3
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somewhat timid, in regard to touching upon

the subject at all, and sought not to raise any

expectations, especially when she could not be

sure that they might not be disappointed, yet

•she resolved, with the generous confidence of a

pure and high mind, to let Helen know the

exact position in which she herself stood towards

Morley Ernstein. " I am sure," she said to her-

self, "that Helen will not rejoice in my dis-

appointment. But, nevertheless, the knowledge

that he whom she loves is not actually about to

be united to another, may make a difference in

her own fate and conduct."

Thus thinking, she fixed her eyes for a

moment upon Helen Barham again, saying

—

** Dear Helen, you look somewhat pale and

sad."

The blood rushed up into Helen Barham's

cheek, from the well of consciousness in her

heart. |But Juliet went on, anxious to pre-

vent her making any reply—"I am afraid, dear

Helen," she continued, ^' that you are not very

happy, though there never yet was one who

more deserved happiness, 1 am sure. I can

now sympathize with you, dear Helen, more

deeply than I ever could do before, for I am
not happy, either."
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Helen started, and gazed eagerly in her face

—" What is it you mean ?" she cried. " You

unhappy, Juliet !—you, whose days, I thought

were to be all sunshine, blessed and blessing

from the beginning of life to the close !—^you,

whose fate I believed was destined to show to

man that it is possible to be happy, even on

this earth !—you, who I fancied were to be

for ever a being of brightness, and goodness,

and joy 1—you to be unhappy ! Then, indeed,

is this world a place of trial to every one ; and,

as old Comines says

—

' Right loyally has God

kept his word with man, that in sorrow shall

every one eat of the fruit of the ground, all the

days of his life !' Oh, Juliet ! this is very sad

to me, for it takes away that belief in the mere

existence of such a thing as happiness, which

was all that was left to make me remember my
own."

" Why should I be exempt, Helen ?" replied

Juliet. " I am not vain enough to think I de-

served that which I believed was in store for

me ; and though deep and bitter has been the

disappointment of all my hopes, yet I trust to

be enabled, by God*s mercy, to bear that dis-

appointment calmly."

Helen Barham gazed earnestly and sadly in
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her face, making no reply, for some moments

;

but she then said— *' Speak, JuUet, speak; tell

me more, now you have told so much; but

do not, do not say he was unworthy, for that

I can never believe, even from your lips."

" Heaven forbid !" exclaimed Juliet, eagerly,

with her whole soul coming into her beautiful

eyes. " Unworthy ! oh, no !—he is worthy of

all the deepest, the tenderest, the most ardent,

the most enduring love that even a woman's

heart can bestow. But, alas, Helen, it is all

in vain ! He and I can never be united. Say

not a word, dear Helen ; for on this subject I

must be very, very brief. I dare not speak

—

I cannot speak much, lest these tears should

drown me. We can never be united, Helen

;

there is a barrier between us that cannot be

removed ; and my only hope, my only wish, is,

to see him happy with some one who may de-

serve to share his fate."

Helen Barham cast her arms round Juliet's

neck, and, for a moment or two, gave way to an

overwhelming flood of tears. She made no

comment, she asked no further question ; and

all she said, even in the end, was—"Oh, Juliet

Carr—dear Juliet Carr!— would to God, that I

might spend my life with you ! I know not,
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but I think that I might comfort you, as you

have often comforted me ; and that peace,

Juliet—calm peace, which is all that either of

us can hope for now, might sooner come to our

dwelling if we were together. To be with you,

even for a brief space, is a great happiness to

me ; and when your father sent for me—oh, how

gladly did I come, although I had long tried

to fancy that I was better away !"

There w^as a pause for several minutes, but at

length Juhet asked—"Did my father, then,

send for you, Helen ?"

"Yes," rephed Helen Barham. "Did you

not know it, Juliet ? He sent a messenger

express to London for me, begging me to come

down immediately, on business of importance."

" I never heard of it," said Juliet. "I thought

you had come on your brother's account. But

there are my father and Mr. Barham in the

avenue. I will speak to you more about your

brother, Helen, when I have an opportunity.

There arc many things of which I wish to warn

you."

To the heart that deals wdth facts as they

exist, and not according to the conventional

mode of viewing them—to the heart that tries

things by its own feelings, and not by the ap-
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preciations of others to the heart, in short

that feels and acts for itself, the world, and the

world's customs, the idle apathy, the selfish

indifference, the narrow calculations, the dark,

and often stupid caution of that ordinary crowd

which forms what is called the mass of society,

must ever be considered as a host of natural

enemies. Thus we close our bosoms against

them ; and when the gates have been unbarred

for a moment, and the feelings have been per-

mitted to issue forth, it is wonderful how soon,

if any of the adversaries' troops approach, in the

persons of the worldly and the indifferent, the

soldiers of the heart retreat within the walls of

the fortress, the drawbridge is pulled up, the

doors and sally-ports closed, and everything is

put in a state of stern defence.

Such was the case with Helen Barham and

Juliet Carr. The traces of tears were rapidly

wiped off, the every->day look put on as a veil,

and the very thoughts with which they had been

so busy were chased away, lest they might still

affect the countenance, as soon as Mr. Carr and

William Barham approached the house.

The old lawyer himself had become extremely

thin and haggard since Helen had seen him,

and though he had recovered sufficient strength
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to drive to Doncaster on that very morning, he

was evidently sadly broken and enfeebled. He

met Miss Barham, however, with a good deal

of that fawning courtesy which he always dis-

played towards those whom he sought to flatter

and to win, and which was strangely, but not

unnaturally, contrasted with the acerbity and

sarcastic bitterness that he assumed towards

those he disliked or despised.

The conduct of William Barham, on meeting

with his sister, was such as the reader may very

well conceive it would be. There was a shy

coldness about it, a sort of schoolboy-awkward-

ness, which was mixed with an affectation of

ease ; and, through all, an enquiring underlook

of apprehension was apparent, as if he feared

that Helen might have been betraying his secrets

to Miss Carr. In short, every word and gesture

rendered their meeting painful, even to Helen

herself. Indeed, for many months, each con-

versation between the brother and sister had

added but one source of grief or another to the

number which the more amiable of the two had

to bear ; but now she remarked not alone the

unpleasant and ungentlemanlike demeanour of

her brother, but that in personal appearance a

considerable and painful change had taken place.
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He looked thin and worn, and his face, which

always bore a look of pale dissipation, was now

marked by several purple blotches, in various

places, and a bright red spot in the centre of

each cheek. He had a peculiar cough, too, which

Helen did not like ; for she was old enough to

remember something very like it, before her

mother's death ; and the course which Juliet

told her that her brother was pursuing was cer-

tainly not one to improve his health and restore

his vigour. After Mr. Carr and the young man

had been about ten minutes in the room, the

former left it, with a chuckling laugh, saying to

Helen, that he had a little note for her in his

desk. He returned almost instantly, and put

into her hand a long slip of writing, upon which

she gazed with enquiring eyes, finding it very

nearly, if not totally unintelligible. " It is a

sort of summons, my dear young lady," said the

old man, " to appear, and give evidence upon

the trial of those villains who broke into the

house. It is all in proper form."

Helen Barham turned very pale, saying

—

" I thought I should have been vspared this
;"

and sitting down with the document in her

hand, she continued gazing upon it in silence,

with a thoughtful and anxious expression of
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countenance, as if placed in a situation of sudden

and unexpected difficulty.

" Pray, Mr. Carr," she asked, at length, "was

it on this account that you sent for me from

town ?"

Mr. Carr saw that he had pained her, and he

was evidently not a little anxious to give her

no offence,

"No, no," he replied, eagerly—"not entirely,

my dear Miss Barham—not entirely ; there are

various other important things to be done. I

nmst have your authority, as well as your bro-

ther's, to act upon. He is not quite of age yet,

you know; and I have to consult with you

upon a great many matters, though I have put

your affairs into the hands of a gentleman, who

agrees to take it upon the ^no cure, no pay'

system. He sees his way as clearly as I do,

and signs an agreement to stand all the ex-

penses if he does not recover your property.

Nevertheless, there is much to be talked about;

and as to this affair," he continued, seeing that

the first effect upon Helen's mind was wearing

away—" you know, my dear Miss Carr, I acted

for the best in giving you the subpoena here,

where I was at your elbow to afford you advice

and assistance. If I had not have done so, they
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would have sent it to you in London, and what

would have come of it then? Nobody can

escape such a thing, you know, my dear Miss

Carr ; it is one of the bounden duties of Eng-

lishmen to give evidence for the purpose of

promoting the ends of justice."

Helen sat silent for a moment, and then

asked—" What are the consequences, Mr. Carr,

of a person refusing to give evidence ?"

" Oh, very terrible, indeed !" exclaimed Mr.

Carr ; " I can scarcely tell you what might, or

what might not be done ; but, certainly, in the

very first instance, anybody doing so would be

committed for contempt of court, and then they

might stay their whole life in prison."

Helen's cheek turned very pale, and Mr.

Carr continued—" When anything happens to

make witnesses wish not to answer, they gene-

rally contrive to evade the question, to say they

are not sure of this thing or that—to equivocate

a little, in short."

" But suppose they do not choose to equivo-

cate?" said Helen.

" Then they tell the truth," said Mr. Carr,

sharply.

Helen was silent and thoughtful, but there

was a look of resolution in her face, which made
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Mr. Carr somewhat apprehensive that she would

not act exactly in the way that he washed ; and

he was preparing all his eloquence to show her

the dangers and inconveniences of the plan he

suspected she was about to pursue, when one of

the maids came into the room quickly, saying,

with an impatient air—" There is an old woman,

sir, at the door, wants to speak to you "

*'I can't speak with her now, Sally," replied

Mr. Carr ;
" she must come again."

" But she says she must speak with you

directly, sir," rejoined the maid ; " indeed, she is

very saucy about it."

" Oh, I dare say it is that old woman. Brown,"

said Mr. Carr, " who says always there was five

shillings owing to her son who died. Tell her

it is no such thing, and that she had better go

away, or I will send for a constable."

" It isn't Goody Brown, at all," answered the

woman, in a tone of very little reverence for

her master—" she told me something about her

name, but I forget what it was."

" Go, and ask it—go, and ask it, then !" said

Mr. Carr; and he was about to recommence

his argument with Helen during the girl's ab-

sence; but she was not away more than a

minute, and returned with a vastly indignant air,
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saying—" The saucy old thing says she must

and will see you directly—that her name is

Jane More, widow of Sergeant More ; and she

will take no refusal."

Mr. Carr turned as pale as death, pressed his

hand upon his heart, and sunk into a chair.

" You are not well," cried Juliet? starting up.

" Let me go and speak to her, sir."

" No, no, no !" cried Mr. Carr, eagerly

—

" on no account. Take her into my little room,

Sally. Some one give me a spoonful of

brandy. Tell her I am not well, or I would

have spoken to her at once, but I will come

directly."
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CHAPTER 11.

As soon as Mr. Carr had left the room, Helen

Barham turned towards the place where her

brother had been standing the moment before

—

not, indeed, to ask his advice as to her future

proceedings, for, alas, she did not respect

that brother sufficiently to trust in any of his

counsels !—but with the sort of enquiring look

which nature has taught us to direct towards

any one nearly allied to us, in circumstances

of difficulty or danger. To her surprise, however,

William Barham was no longer there ; and Juliet

informed her that her brother had quitted the

room as soon as Mr. Carr began to speak of the

robbery. " Indeed," she added, with a smile,

and little thinking her words would give pain,

" I perceive that he always does so."
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Helen Barham looked down, for the know-

ledge which she possessed of her brother's former

course of life produced some apprehension

lest William himself might be by some means

implicated in the terrible transaction which was

about to undergo the investigation of the law.

When she recollected the conduct and the words

of Harry Martin, too, the probability seemed so

great, that she actually trembled at the thought

of what might be the consequence ; and the

difficulties of her own situation became aggra-

vated a thousand fold by fears for her brother.

Juliet remarked her agitation, perhaps with

some surprise, but she made no observation,

and Helen, as soon as she had recovered her-

self, left the room, saying, that she wished to

speak with William for a few moments. She

found him in the room to which she was di-

rected by one of the servants of the house,

busily engaged in packing up a portmanteau.

He was looking extremely pale, and in answer

to Helen's enquiries, said that he intended to

go back to London the next day. He made

some excuse for this sudden determination,

which Helen did not clearly understand, al-

leging that it was necessary he should see

" the lawyer ;" but his sister could draw no far-



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 23

ther information from him, and, indeed, he ap-

peared anxious to free himselffrom her presence.

She remained for some time, however, trying to

soothe him, and endeavouring to call up some

better feelings in his heart ; but she found that

her efforts were spent in vain, and with sorrow

of various kinds in her bosom, she returned to

the room where she had left Juliet.

As she laid her hand upon the lock of the

drawing-room door, she heard her friend's voice

calling loudly from a little room at the end of

the corridor,—"Helen! Helen!" cried -Juliet

;

" pray send some of the maids. Come to me,

dear Helen—my father has fainted
!"

Helen ran into the room in which Mr. Can*

usually transacted his business, and found him

seated in a chair, as pale as death, with his

daughter supporting his head.

" Something has happened," said Juliet, in a

low voice—" something has happened between

him and that woman who was here just now

;

for the moment that she was gone, he called for

me eagerly, but before I could reach him he

was in the state that you see."

Measures were immediately taken for re-

storing Mr, Carr, and in about half an hour

they proved successful. He opened his eyes
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faintly and looked around him, and then en-

deavoured to rise from his chair, but was unable

to do so. He was very angry, however, when

he found that a medical man had been sent

for, vowed it was ruin and destruction, and

reproached Jdiet bitterly for bringing him, as

he termed it, to poverty and disgrace.

Poor Juliet wept, not so much at the sting

of her father's reproaches, as because she thought

his senses were bewildered ; for although Mr.

Carr throughout life had displayed his avarice

in acts, he had been very careful to avoid

suffering the miser to appear in his words. He

often, on the contrary, affected a tone of

liberality; talked much about "petty savings,"

and people being " penny wise and pound

foolish ;" with all those old proverbs and saws

of liberality, which are more frequently in the

mouths of the greedy and the avaricious than

of the really generous and open-handed.

Gradually, as he recovered himself, he be-

came more guarded again, said that as the

doctor had been sent for he could not help it,

but at the same time put Juliet away from him

with a cold air, and begged that she would not

act in such a way another time without his

authority. He asked, moreover, with a look of
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doubt and suspicion, if she had seen that old

woman, and seemed reheved when he was in-

formed that such had not been the case.

The surgeon, when he arrived, would fain

have sent Mr. Carr to bed, declared that he

was much more ill than he believed himself to

be, and protested that he would not answer for

the consequences if his directions w^ere not

obeyed. Mr. Carr resisted, however, saying,

that there could be no use of his going to bed

then, as he must set off for York at six o'clock

on the following morning, to be present at the

assizes.

It was in vain that Juliet remonstrated, and

besought him to refrain from an act which the

surgeon assured him might cost his life,—it was

in vain that she represented how little it mat-

tered whether the men who robbed his house

were convicted or not, if his own death was to

be the result. He grew angry with her argu-

ments, telling her that she knew not what she

was talking about, and could not enter into his

views, or understand his motives ; and so far, at

least, he seemed to be in the right, that the very

exertion appeared to do him good, for during

the evening he went about making his prepara-

VOL. III. c
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tions with much greater strength than either

Jiihet or Helen beUeved him to possess.

He was pale when he rose on the following

morning, and his hand shook a good deal, as if

he had had a slight stroke of the palsy ; but his

determination of proceeding to York was so

evident, that JuHet dared offer no farther oppo-

sition, and only petitioned to be allowed to ac-

company him. He did not comply with her

request, however, saying, somewhat impatiently,

that there was no need of increasing the charges

at an inn. His daughter judged, and judged

rightly, that the apprehension of expense was

not the sole cause of her father's unwillingness

to take her with him, and she did not venture

to propose that arrangement which had but too

often taken place between him and herself^

—

namely, that she should pay her share from her

own private income.

As soon as the chaise appeared, Mr. Carr

and Helen Barham got into it, and the door

was alread}^ shut when William Barham, who

had been wandering about the house during the

whole morning, as if not knowing what to do

with his vacant time, ran up to the side of the

vehicle, and spoke a few words to Mr. Carr.
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The old man seemed surprised, but after a

reply and a rejoinder, exclaimed—"Very well

—very well, then—only make haste !"

The youth's portmanteau was immediately

sent for, and strapped upon the carriage ; he

himself took his place inside, and the whole

party were borne away in a very few minutes.

To Juliet, who watched them from the win-

dow, the words which William Barham had

spoken were inaudible ; and she was not a little

surprised to see the young man depart, even

for a short time, without the ordinary cour-

tesy of bidding her adieu ; for, to say the truth,

there had been a growing familiarity in his

manner, which, though difficult to check, had

been not a little disagreeable to her. On the

present occasion, she concluded that he was

going to witness the trial at York, and was

glad of the relief; but she would have been

still more surprised at his conduct, though even

better satisfied with the result, if she had known

that he only proposed to accompany Mr. Can-

as far as the liigh road, and there to get a place

in the first coach for London.

While in the carriage with Mr. Carr and

Helen, William Barham maintained that sort of

dull reserve which his sister's presence seemed

c 2
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now to produce invariably, and only entered

into conversation for the purpose of hinting to

the old lawyer that he wanted a supply of mo-

ney. With scarcely a moment's hesitation given

to his habitual reluctance to part with money

on any consideration, Mr. Carr produced his

pocket-book, and handed over at once two ten-

pound notes to his young companion, only sti-

pulating that, when they arrived at the inn, he

should give a note of hand for the sum which

he had received.

" This man has been called a miser and a

usurer," thought Helen, " and yet he deals thus

liberally and kindly. So do people gain the

reputation of vices that they do not possess."

But poor Helen Barham knew not, that for

every shilling which Mr. Carr lent to William,

he calculated that he would gain fifty, if not a

hundred per cent. On their arrival at the inn,

w^hich occupied the angle where the by-road

from Yelverly joined the high road from York

to London, Mr. Carr and William Barham got

out of the carriage ; and the old lawyer care-

fully took a memorandum from the young man
of the sum which had been given him. Wil-

liam then took leave of his sister, merely shak-

ing hands as if she had been some common ac-



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 29

quaintcince, and the chaise rolled on towards

Yorkj while Helen's brother remained waiting

the arrival of the coach. When it camc^, he

got into the inside, seeing that it was already

tenanted by two well-dressed young women,

and an elderly gentleman ; and in a few minutes

the youth Avas in full conversation, casting

away entirely all that reserve which he had dis-

played in the presence of his sister, and giving

himself all sorts of airs, as if he were the scion

of some noble house, frequenting the first society

in the land, and possessing wealth at will.

Fast drove the coach along the road, and faster

went the young man's tongue, the innocent

girls within the vehicle giving full credit to

every word he said, though not particularly

liking his manners and appearance, and their

elder companion, with more experience and

knowledge of the world, setting him down, not

exacdy for what he really was, but for some

saucy shopboy, suddenly possessed of a few

pounds, and raised in his own impudent ima-

gination to the highest pitch of fortune.

At the end of about two hours, the coach drove

up to an inn to change horses, and at the same

moment a dark-coloured, but higlily-finished

barouche, rolled rapidly past on the side next
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to William Barliani. The old gentleman who

occupied the other corner, could only perceive

that the carriage contained a man of a distin-

guished aspect, with line features and a very

dark complexion ; but William Barham reco-

gnised with terror the well-known countenance

of Lieberg, and saw that the keen dark eye

rested upon him while the finger was raised

and the brow contracted. He turned deadly

pale, and became as silent as the grave.

The old gentleman remarked all this, and

whispered to one of his daughters, " I suppose

this vulgar young coxcomb is some valet-de-

chambre, and if so, depend upon it that was his

master who passed just now."

William Barham's sharp ears caught the

meaning of the whisper, and his heart burned

within him, but he did not dare to reply. His

only resource was to betake himself to the

outside of the coach at the next stage, and to

drown the mingled feelings of apprehension and

rage in five or six glasses of strong brandy and

water, taken wherever the vehicle stopped long

enough to give time for such potations.



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 31

CHAPTER m.

It was in the interior of the well-known prison of

York, just after nightfall, that the prisoner Harry

Martin sat by himself, having been permitted a

long interview with his wife in the course of the

day, and having apparently derived great com-

fort and consolation from her presence—much

greater, indeed, than that which he had derived

from a conversation with his lawyer, who had

taken a view of his case not the most encourag-^

ing. During the first day or two of his impri-

sonment he had, to say the truth, felt a degree

of despairing anxiety which he had never before

known in life; not, indeed, that he had dis-

played any external sign of apprehension, unless

it were a stern gravity of language rather dif-
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ferent from his usual gay and reckless tone.

But upon tlie whole he had been calm, talking

with any one who saw him upon indifferent

subjects, and seemingly not at all engrossed with

his own situation, but only feeling the general

impression of a serious charge. His demeanour

altogether had much pleased not only the

governor of the prison, but also the turnkeys

;

and the former declared that he had seen many

a guilty man in his day, but he had never seen

any who had less the manner of one than Mr.

Martin, nor could he conceive that w^hat all the

London officers said of him was true ; while the

turnkeys, on their part, vowed that, whatever he

had done, Mr. Martin was "quite a gentleman."

Although even in those days the prison licen-

tiousness, commemorated in the Beggar's Opera

and in the works of our older novelists, had been

very nearly done away, yet a degree of licence

existed in our gaols unknown to our stricter

l^'ule. The discipline of a prison was a very

different thing then from that which it is now,

and it rarely happened that a harsh magistrate

interdicted a prisoner before trial from any

reasonable communication with his friends and

acquaintances. All that was required from the

governor of a gaol was the secure custody of
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the prisoner's person, and if that was properly

cared for, few questions of any kind were

asked.

There were hours fixed, however, beyond

which any visits to the prison were not usually

permitted, and it was with some surprise, there-

fore, that Harry Martin saw the door of his cell

open a few hours after the ordinary time of

admission.

"A gentleman wants to speak with you,

Mr. Martin," said one of the turnkeys, and the

prisoner, raising his eyes, beheld a tall and

powerful man, wrapped in a travelling cloak,

enter the room while the gaoler held the door

for him to pass in.

Harry Martin was not one to forget readily a

face he had once seen, but it took the reflection

of a moment or two to connect that of his visitor

with the events of the past ; and ere his recol-

lection served him, the door was closed, and he

stood face to face with the personage whom we

have called Count Lieberg. The moment that

he became aware of who it was, the brow of the

prisoner contracted, and he demanded sternl}'

—

" What do you want with me T
Lieberg's dark, keen eye rested upon him

heavily, with that sort of oppressive light which

c 3
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seemed at once to see into and weigh down the

heart of those he gazed at, and he remained for

a moment or two without making any reply, as

if to let the man before him feel the full force of

that basilisk glance.

" When last we met," he said, at length,

"you took away some papers
'•

Harry Martin had by this time recollected

himself, and he replied, with a loud laugh

—

" When last we met ? Did we ever meet at

all ? That is the question, my fine fellow. You

seem to me as impudent as a quack doctor,

and I dare say are as great a liar as a horse-

chanter."

" When last we met," repeated Lieberg, in an

unaltered tone, "you took a pocket-book of

mine, containing some papers of value to me
and of no value to you. W^hat has become of

them ?"

"What has become of them!" cried Harry

Martin. " If I took any papers of yours, de-

pend upon it that they are by this time what

you and I soon will be."

" And what is that ?" demanded Lieberg.

" Dust and ashes—dust and ashes !" replied

Harry Martin.

" You make a mistake," said Lieberg, calmly.
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^' I have no intention of being anything of the

kind. But Hsten to me for a moment, my good

friend, and I will give you sufficient motives

for making you change your mind in this busi-

ness. Those papers are of great consequence

to me ; if they can't be found, the proofs of the

facts to which they referred are the next im-

portant things to obtain. If you can furnish

me with either the one or the other, you will

benefit me and yourself too. Hear me !—you

will save your own neck from the gallows

—

You will save your own life, I say."

" I would not, to save fifty lives," answered

Harry Martin. " Come, don't talk to me any

more about it, for I don't want to hear such stuff.

You have no power to give life or to take it.

You, who, if laws were equal, and punishments

proportioned to crime, would find a far higher

gallows than any of us poor fellows—you, who

are a robber of more than money—a murderer

of more than life—who gave you power to offer

me safety, or anything like it ?"

"The chance that placed me in the house

which you broke into," replied Lieberg, "and

the wit that made me lie quiet when I found

there was no use in resisting. Upon my words
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liangs your life, and I pledge my honour to

save it, if you but restore me those papers."

" Your honour !" exclaimed Harry Martin.

" What's your honour worth ? 1 have heard

some tricks of your honour, that make it of as

little value, to those who know what is under-

neath the surface, as a coiner's shilling."

*' You are in the wrong,'' said Lieberg,

calmly, keeping still fixed upon him that pecu-

liar look which Harry Martin could not prevent

himself from feeling, notwithstanding all his

daring hardihood—" you are quite in the wrong,

my good friend, and are risking your neck, or

rather, I should say, absolutely condemning

yourself to death for the sake of a youth who

has betrayed you, and who was the first to

bring upon you the eye of the law."

" Has he betrayed me ?" demanded Harry

Martin, with his eye flashing. "Has he be-

trayed me ? If I thought that
"

" I can prove it," replied Lieberg. " You

have mistaken your friends for your enemies,

my good man. I^isten to me for a very brief

space of time, and you shall soon see that you

have not only done me injustice, but yourself too.

All the information that you possess, with re-
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gard to me and to my proceedings, has been

derived from a youth whom you yourself know

to be one of the most egregious Hars in Europe,

who has misrepresented my conduct to every

one, even while I was acting for his own good.

I should have supposed that you w^ere too wise

to trust to one word that he says, even from

w^hat you knew of him before ; but surely you

will not be foolish enough to give the slightest

credit to the falsehoods w^hich he has spoken of

me, when you find that he is rascal enough to

betray you without the least hesitation. Of the

latter fact you may be quite sure, although he

may very likely have bargained not to be brought

forward at your trial. Take any means that

you like to satisfy yourself, and you will find

that almost immediately after the robbery had

been committed, he went to the house of Mr.

Carr, and has remained there ever since. You

will find, also, that his sister has been brought

down to give evidence against you ; and every

enquiry that you make will prove to you, more

and more strongly, that it was he who pointed

you out to the police as the man, even when

suspicion had very naturally fallen upon two

other persons."

Harry Martin walked up and down the nar-
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row space of the cell, in a state of terrible

agitation. " So, so !" he said, " this is the

game ! He shall smart for it !—I wish I had

my hand upon his shoulder, that's all ; but I

will have my day, yet. Never mind—revenge

will come, and it is sweet
!"

" It is, indeed !" said Lieberg, with a tone of

such earnestness, that no one could doubt he

felt the burning passion, the hell-thirst of which

he spoke, with strong intensity, notwithstanding

the calm and indifferent demeanour which he

so generally affected. " It is, indeed," he said,

" and no man who knows how sweet it is, lets

slip the opportunity when presented to him.

The way before you, my good friend, is open,

and easy ; give me those papers, or, if you

really have them not, furnish me with the

proofs, which I know you possess, against the

boy, William Barham, and you at once save

your own life, and gain your revenge against

him ; for I tell you fairly, it is at him I strike."

" Pooh ! nonsense !—don't talk to me," cried

Harry Martin ;
" it's his sister you want. You

care devilish little about him. Do you think

to come humbugging me in that manner."

'* You are mistaken," said Lieberg, sternly

;

" I may seek revenge upon them both, and so
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may you, too, for she is as much your enemy

as he is, and has come down for the express

purpose of giving evidence against you."

" Not she !" cried Harry Martin ;
" that's a

lie—I'll never believe it
!"

" I tell you, she arrived in York last night,

with Mr. Carr," replied Lieberg ;
" and, as you

know, the trial comes on the day after to-

morrow."

" She'll give no evidence against me, I'm

sure," said Harry Martin, gazing down upon

the floor, but speaking in a less assured tone

than he had used before. " I don't think she

would, if her life were at stake."

" If you are quite sure of that," answered

Lieberg, in a meaning tone—" if you are quite

sure that the fear of being committed, and of

suffering a tedious imprisonment will not in-

duce her to give some intimation of the facts,

you can trust her, and make yourself easy upon

her score. It were as well, however, to recol-

lect all the arguments that may be used to in-

duce a girl like that to speak what she knows,

however strongly she may have promised you

not to do so. In the first place, they will shew

her, that, both morally and religiously, promises

extorted under threats and the fear of death are



40 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

always held to be no promises at all, and quite

in vain. They will get lawyers, and priests,

and friends, to tell her all this ; and then they

will set before her eyes her duty to her country,

and shew that everybody is bound, by the strong-

est of moral obligations, to aid in bringing an

offender to justice. All the arguments, in short,

which a poor gentleman, whom you call the

devil, has supplied to make people betray each

other under the idea of being very virtuous, will

be used towards her, and with effect ; and then,

to back all these persuasions^ will be held out

the terror of the law, which is armed with

power to punish those who do not do their duty

to society. Do you think any girl will hold

out against all this—against the arguments of

lawyers, and friends, and divines— and most

likely, against her own convictions also ; and

will quietly walk into a prison for an uncertain

space of time, solely to save a man from the

gallows whom she never saw but once in her

life ? If you do, my good friend, trust her

—

trust her by all means; you are the best judge

of the value of your own neck, though probably

there are some other people besides yourself,

who may grieve for you, and who may be left

destitute if you are hanged."
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Harry Martin seemed shaken. He sat down

at the table, he leaned his head upon his hands,

and the workings of his countenance told how

strong was the emotion within him. Lieberg

watched him, with eyes terribly skilled in

reading the passions and weaknesses of the

human heart ; and after he had paused for a

moment, to let what he had said have full effect,

he w^ent on—*^ So much for the girl !— and you

must recollect, that if she refuses to swear that

you are the man, and assigns for the reason

that her life had been spared, even that will

tell against you, in some degree. Then comes

her brother, and says all that he knows of you

;

then come I myself, and swear to you positively.

Now, if you do what I want, you sweep away

the whole of this mass of evidence at once, and,

in fact, may be said to set yourself free."

" Why, how so ?" cried Harry Martin. " How
would that prevent her giving her evidence ?"

" Do you think she would give her evidence

against you, if by so doing she condemned her

own brother to death ?" demanded Lieberg, in

a low, but emphatic tone ;
" and I promise you,

she shall have that before her eyes, at all

events."

Harry Martin gazed at him from under his
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bent brows, and for a moment or two a variety

of different expressions passed over the pri-

soner's countenance, from which the dark, keen

eye of Lieberg could extract no information

in regard to what w^as passing in his bosom.

All that his tempter could divine was, that he

was shaken, that his resolution wavered^ though

there was a certain look of scorn mingled with

all the shades that flitted across Martin's face,

which was not very pleasant to his proud com-

panion. He failed not, however, to ply him

with every argument, to tempt him by every

inducement, and Martin sat and listened, some-

times gazing full upon Lieberg sometimes bend-

ing his eyes down upon the table, sometimes

frowning heavily, and sometimes indulging in a

flickering smile, which crossed his countenance

like the lights that we occasionally see carried

across the open windows of a house, the tenant

of which we know not, as we travel past it in a

dark night.

" Well now, sir," he said, at length, looking

up with a softened look, in Lieberg's face

—

" Well now, sir, suppose I were to do as you

wish, what surety should I have that you will

stand by me, in the time of need?"

Lieberg bent down his head, speaking across
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the table, and replied, " I will acknowledge this

night in presence of the turnkey, that in seeing

you, and hearing your voice, I have become

convinced you are not one of the men who

broke into Mr. Carr's house, at Yelverly."

" That might do," said Harry Martin, in a

thoughtful tone—" that would go a great way ;

but don't you think it would be a lie ?"

" A lie !" exclaimed Lieberg, with his lip

curling—" Are you fool enough to suppose, that

a man of the world cares two straws about the

mere empty shade of truth, when a great and

important object is to be obtained ? Where is

the minister, the statesman, the patriot, who

ever dreams of the abstract truth or falsehood of

a particular proposition ? The greatest reformer

that ever lived, who harangues multitudes upon

corruption, and all the evils that afflict a state

or a religion, will no more scruple to falsify

the truth in regard to an opponent, or to tell

a bare falsehood to gain an end, than a school-

boy will to rob an orchard. Take them all,

from Luther down to the lowest of your purity-

mongers in this happy island, and you will

find that there is not one of them who considers

truth and falsehoo^d, except in reference to the

end they have in view. Away with such non-
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sense between us—it is only fit for a school-

mistress's homily to girls of twelve years old.

I will do what I say, and that is sufficient ; and

ere your trial comes on, I will so contrive to

tutor Helen Barham that she shall work your

acquittal, without committing herself."

"That will do—that will do!" said Harry

Martin, meditating. "But then, sir, I thought

3^ou intended to have your revenge upon this

young woman. I should not be sorr^^ to have

mine upon that scoundrel, her brother. Now
let me see ; though we jump together in that.

I should not like the poor girl ill treated at all

—I don't suppose you would ever go to strike

a woman, or to punish her in that sort of way,

at all?"

Lieberg smiled contemptuously, and replied

—" You cannot understand, my good friend,

the nature of the revenge I seek ; but be satis-

fied ! It is nothing of the kind you imagine."

" But I should like to know what it is, sir,"

said Harry Martin—" I should much like to

know^ what it is before I consent.—Anything in

reason, but no violence !"

His tone was very much altered, and Lieberg

marked with no light satisfaction that every-

thing promised well for his purposes.
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" Well," he said, at length, " 1113^ revenge

should be this : to force her to be mine, to bind

her to myself by ties she loathes and abhors—
to bow her pride to the dust, by none of the

ill-treatment that you dream of, but by caresses

that she hates—ay, and daily to know that her

situation, as my paramour, is a pang and an

anguish to her, while she has no means of free-

ing herself from the bond !"

" Well !" cried Harry Martin, starting up,

with such fury that he overset the table, " you

are a damneder scoundrel than I thoug-ht man

could be ! Get out, or I will dash you to atoms !"

And at the same moment he seized Lieberg by

the shoulder, as if to cast him headlong forth

from the door.

To his surprise, however, he found that, not-

withstanding all his own great strength, he could

not move him in the least, and that the dark

man before him stood rooted like a rock to the

floor.

" Beware !" said Lieberg, lifting up his finger

with a scornful smile, as the prisoner drew back

in some astonishment—"beware!" and at the

same moment one of the turnkeys opened the

door to enquire what was the matter.
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Lieberg went out without making any reply,

and the prisoner was once more left alone.

" Ay," said Martin when he was by himself;

" now if they have a cell in the place fit to re-

ceive a man that has murdered his own father,

they should put that fellow into it. How the

scoundrel was taken in, to tell all his rascality !

—

I don't believe a word of it—she'll never 'peach.

I know a little bit about women, too, and I'll

bet my life she doesn't say a word—only those

rascally fellows may get it out of her ; those

lawyers. I have seen them puzzle a cleverer

head than hers with their questions. However,

we will see : a man can but die once, and I'd

rather do that while I'm about it, than give the

poor girl up into the hands of such an infernal

villain as that, even if I had the papers to give

him, which, thank God, I have not !—for no

man can tell what he will do when he is

tempted.—I suppose it will go hard with me

after all !" and with this not ver^^ pleasant re-

flection, Martin cast himself into a chair, and

appeared to give himself up to calculate the

chances for and against himself, with a heavy

brow and a sad and anxious eye.
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CHAPTER IV.

Man, in his collective quality, is iindoubtedl}^ a

gin-drinker, a lover of ardent spirits, a seeker of

all that stimulates the palate, both mental and

corporeal. The wholesome food of everj-day

life we soon learn to loathe, and even the ex-

citement of the imagination by the mimic scene

or tale of fictitious distress, is willingly cast

awa}^ for the more potent taste of real sorrow

and actual crime. How we flock to see the

trial of any notorious criminal !—how eagerl}^

we watch the workings of apprehension and

anguish on his countenance !— how critically

we examine the gradations of emotion, and

fear, and awe, and despair, as they move the

stubborn features, or make the strong frame

writhe ! How we gloat upon the deadly anguish
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of a fellow-hiiman heart througli all the terrible

scenes in the administration of justice, from the

first examination of the captured criminal, to

the last dread moment upon the fatal drop !

Is it then, indeed, that man loves to witness

misery, that he enjoys the spectacle of agony in

a creatiu'e like himself! No ; no more than he

enjoys pain in his own person when he drinks

those burning things from which his infant lips

would have drawn back, or eats those flaming

condiments which set the palate in a blaze.

Stimulus—it is all for stimulus ! Stimulus that

makes up one half of all the enjoyments of the

passions, the great ingredient in strife and ex-^

ertion, the incentive in the course of glor}^, the

companion of ambition I

The criminal court at York was filled to the

doors. The reporters for the London newspapers

were all present, come down to the mart of ex-

citement for the purpose of hawking it in retail

over the whole country. Manifold were the

lawyers present to hear what they justly ex-

pected would prove a curious case, and the rest

of the place was occupied by a various multi-

tude, not only from the city itself and the

neighbouring county, but from various parts of

England, and even from the capital. There
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was expectation in every countenance, and

each little movement that took place in the

court created not only a slight rustling murmur,

and a motion of every head forward to see what

was taking place, but also produced the palpita-

tion of many a heart from mere eagerness and

anxiety for the result. A great part of the

crowd consisted, as is usually the case, of

women, and a more than ordinary interest had

been excited amongst the fairer and tenderer

portion of the communit}^, by the rumours which

had been circulated regarding the prisoner

Martin. He had become, as it were, the hero

of the day ; and his long evasion of the officers'

pursuit, his sojourn on the moors, and his cap-

ture in attempting to escape from a distant

cottage, had all been magnified, and made the

theme of wonder and comment, so that more

than one penny pamphlet, containing an ac-

count of " the adventures of Harry Martin," had

been produced from the brains of several mar-

velmongers in York. Then, again, there was

the tale of his beautiful young wife and her

mother having followed him to the place of his

confinement ; and a report was current that the

old woman had been heard to say, on several

occasions, that Harry was not guilty, and that it

VOL. III. D



50 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

would prove so ; which created a very general

belief in his innocence amongst the many whose

ignorance of all the mass of crime that exists in

this world renders them ever ready to believe

that those who boldly assume virtue, are virtuous.

The first cause that came on was one of no

possible amusement to any but the parties con-

cerned ; one of those cases of horse-stealing or

sheep-stealing, which sadly try the patience of

an expecting auditory, when something more

interesting, if not more important, is to follow

immediately after. The counsel, however, on

both sides, were brief, the jury themselves were

impatient, and that trial was soon over ; for it is

no less true than strange, that even in courts of

justice the accidental circumstances connected

with any particular case make an immense dif-

ference in the portion of attention paid to the

investigation thereof, though the crime and the

punishment remain the same.

The judges of the land, indeed, generally hold,

as far as is necessary, that calm and dignified

impartiality which preserves the same estimation

of all things submitted to their judgment, with-

out any reference to aught but that which is

brought before them. Such is not the case,

however, either with juries or with the gentlemen

of the bar, and any vulgar crime will be inves-
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tigated, judged, and punished, with a rapidity

truly surprising, when the same act, dignified by

the situation of the parties, or brought into no-

tice by something new and striking in the mode

of its perpetration, will occupy a court for whole

days, and call forth the most profound affections

in the breasts of jurors, councillors, and auditory.

The barrister who would conduct a trial for

horse-stealing, with alight and flippant speech

of five minutes, although, by the sanguinary

laws of old, the life of the prisoner was in as

great danger as if he had committed murder,

would become impressed by the deepest sense

of his situation, and speak by the hour together,

if some great man were slain by the hand of an

inferior ; and the slightest touch of romance will

hold a court for hours over a trial for murder,

which would hang a dozen men for simple forgery

in an hour and a half; and yet the responsibility

is the same—the life of a fellow-being is in both

cases at stake.* Although, perhaps, it no longer

happens that " Wretches hang, that jurymen

may dine ;" yet many a man has a cause aflPect-

ing his life, or his happiness through life, tried

with no slight inattention, because he has not

* This is now altered,

d2
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committed some distinguished crime, or per-

formed it in a remarkable manner.

At length, the expected moment came for the

trial of Martin and his companions, and the

prisoners were brought in and placed at the

bar. All ej^s were upon them, and certainly

an awful moment must it be, when a man

enters a crowded and expecting court, loaded

with the charge of a heavy crime, waiting for

the ordeal of a public trial, knowing that his

fate for life or death is there to be sealed in a

few short hoiu's, and sees fixed upon him the

thousand eyes of a multitude who have come

there to pry into and enjoy all his emotions,

to witness the terrible struggle, and mark how

he bears his destiny. It must be a strong

heart, or a hard one, that can endure that first

look with calmness.

Very different from each other, in aspect and

demeanour, were the four men who now ad-

vanced into the dock. Two of them hung their

heads and looked down upon the ground ; one

of them gazed around with a faint and affected

smile, nodding to some one that he saw in the

crowd, and labouring painfully to appear at

ease. Martin, on the contrary, came forward,

looking straight before him, with his head erect,
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his broad chest expanded, and his step slow,

but firm. His brow was somewhat knit and

thoughtful, but his air was frank as usual, and

after having gazed towards the bench and the

barristers' table, he turned his eyes slowly to the

right and left, scanning the eager faces of the

crowd with an unquailing eye and an unchang-

ing countenance. The clerk of the arraigns

then read the indictment, charging the four pri-

soners with breaking into the house of Mr. Carr,

at Yelverly, and stealing thence various sums of

money, and articles of gold and silver, and he

then asked the prisoners severally for their plea.

Contrary to the expectation of all present,

while the three men who had seemed most

cowed by the aspect of the court, pleaded " Not

guilty," in a firm and distinct tone, and gave an

immediate answer, Martin paused for a moment,

ere he replied, as if he had some hesitation,

and then answered likewise, but in a low voice,

« Not guilty."

It may seem strange, it may be called unna-

tural, but I believe that, at that moment, there

was in the heart of the bold and criminal man,

of whom I speak, a repugnance to tell a public

falsehood, and to put in a plea that was not

true. He would have given a great deal, as he

stood there, to have been permitted to claim
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the old battle ordeal—ay, if there had been

twenty champions against him ; but with all

his faults and crimes, he liked not to say he

was not guilty, when he knew himself to be so.

The jury was then called over and sworn, no

challenges being made, and after the usual for-

malities, the counsel for the crown addressed the

court, with a due sense of the responsibility that

rests upon him who undertakes the part of public

accuser. Not one word did he say to display his

own skill, or eloquence, to excite the passions of

his auditory, or to prejudice the cause that was

about to be tried. He mentioned the facts of the

robbery, as they had taken place, the evidence

by which he intended to prove those facts, the

circumstances which he thought might justly

fix the crime upon the prisoners at the bar, and

then left it to the jury to decide whether they

were guilty or not, according to the impression

produced by the testimony about to be given

before them.

After the conclusion of the counsel's speech,

a momentary interruption of the proceedings

took place, and a report ran round the court,

that one of the principal witnesses had been

^ taken suddenly ill. The judge and the counsel

for the Crown held some conversation together,

the principal part of which was only heard by
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those near them; but at length the former

said, distinctly

—

*' I think that such is the best

course to pursue. It does not much matter to

you in what order the evidence is taken, and,

probably, before we have proceeded far, the

witness may be able to appear."

The counsel acquiesced in the judge's view,

much to the relief of the spectators, who had

become apprehensive that they might lose their

amusement for the morning.

The two witnesses first called were the female

servants of Mr. Carr, who, together with the

labourers who had come to the rescue of the in-

habitants of Yelverly, proved the facts of the

robbery, but could say nothing to fix the guilt

upon either of the prisoners in the dock. The

housemaid, indeed, dealt a little in the marvellous,

and though her fellow-servant had declared that

she was asleep the whole time, vowed that she

had seen one of the robbers, and that he was at

least six inches taller than any of the prisoners

;

which called from the prisoner's counsel the

significant remark, that the maid's testimony

would go far to fix the burglary upon the Irish

Giant. He declined to cross-examine her, how-

ever, saying, with a nod and a shrewd look to

the jury, that her evidence was very well as it

was, and would be received for as much as it
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was worth—but no more. Some of the pri-

soners smiled, but Harry Martin still remained

grave, and thoughtful. His brow, indeed,

gathered into a stern frown when the name of

the next witness was pronounced, and Frederick,

Count Lieberg, was called into court.

The foreign appellation, and the rank of the

witness, caused a movement of curiosity amongst

the spectators, and a slight murmur, in the

midst of which, Lieberg advanced, and took his

place in the witness-box, with that sort of calm

and impressive demeanour, which bespeaks

both attention and belief—very often, alas !

where neither is due ; for those who have been

accustomed to frequent senates and courts, must

have observed how much attention an empty

speech will gain from an attractive tone and

manner ; and how readily a falsehood is be-

lieved, when the face of the teller bears the

appearance of a firm conviction. Let the reader

be sure that the lie is as much in the manner as

the words, and that its success depends more

upon the former than the latter.

Lieberg's handsome face, too, and fine

person, the accurate taste of his dress, and

his military carriage, all struck the spectators,

and the court, and prepared them to give full

credit to every word that he uttered. The
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judge alone, long accustomed to remark the

slightest changes of the human countenance

—

whose memory was, in short, a dictionary of

looks—remarked a something when the eye of

the witness lighted on the prisoner Martin, which

made him say to himself—" There is hatred

there." It was no permanent expression, but one

that passed like a gleam of lightning, over his

face, and was gone—a flash of the eye, a sudden

convulsive curl of the lip, a momentary contrac-

tion of the brow, and then all was calm again.

After stating who and what he was, and that

he had visited the house of Mr. Carr for the

purpose of hiring some shooting in the neigh-

bourhood, Lieberg went on to give, in a clear

and perspicuous manner, and, as usual, without

the slightest foreign accent in the world, his

account of all that occurred on the night of the

robbery. Nor was that account far different

from the truth, for Lieberg well knew that truth

is always more convincing than falsehood, and,

consequently, he contented himself with as

little of the latter ingredient in his story

as was possible, consistent with his purposes.

The only part, then, of his statement which was

calculated to deceive, was that he had been

roused out of his sleep by a scream, and was

issuing forth from his room to see what it was,

d3
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when he received a blow on the head, which

stunned him for a few minutes. He next pro-

ceeded to say, that on recovering his senses, he

found himself bound, and, looking through his

half-closed eyes, saw two men in his chamber,

rifling his trunks and dressing-case. They re-

mained there, he continued, for some time, talk-

ing aloud, and then went away, leaving him still

tied.

" Have you seen either of those men since ?"

demanded the examining counsel.

" I have," replied Lieberg, firmly. " I see

one of them now,"—and he fixed his eyes upon

Harry Martin, with a stern look.

The judge smiled, as he saw the direction of

his glance; but the counsel bade the witness

point out the man, if he still saw him in court.

Lieberg immediately held out his hand towards

Martin, saying—" Of the four prisoners in the

dock, the one upon the extreme right, I can

swear to, as one of those whom 1 saw in my
room that night."

As he spoke, he bent his eyes full upon

Martin's face, and the prisoner returned his

stare, with a look as proud and powerful as his

own ; and again a murmur ran through the

court, as the spectators remarked the glances

which those two men interchanged.
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"Do you see in the court the second man
who was in your room ?" demanded the counsel.

" I think that the other prisoner, at the fur-

ther end of the dock, is he," said Lieberg ;
" but

I cannot swear to him."

After a few more questions, the examination

in chief was ended, and Count Lieberg was

turned over to the hands of the prisoners' counsel,

who proceeded to cross-examine him at length.

It is a terrible engine, a cross-examination,

in the hands of one who knows how to wield it

properly. It is a sort of mental torture, for the

purpose of making a witness confess the truth,

but which, like the rack and the thumb-screw, has

as often brought forth falsehood, as that which

is sought to be elicited ; and yet it is impossible,

perhaps, to do without it. The proud spirit of

Lieberg writhed within him at all that he was

obliged to endure, during his cross-examination,

but with the wonderful command which he pos-

sessed over himself, he covered, for a long time, all

his feelings with an exterior of cold composure

;

revenging himself, from time to time, upon the

counsel, by a bitter sneer, which made the

court smile, though his own lip remained un-

moved and stern.

He was made to go over and over again the

exact position in which he stood, when be re-
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ceived the blow that stunned him ; and a num-

ber of questions were asked which seemed

directed to puzzle the witness, more than to

accomplish any other object; and then the

counsel demanded, suddenly, whether he were

not actually up, and at the door of his room,

when he heard the scream he had mentioned ?

" I have already said," replied Lieberg, " that

it woke me from my sleep; and I must

appeal to the court, whether this course of ex-

amination is to be persisted in ?"

The judge, however, did not see that the

question was at all objectionable, and the

counsel had the pleasure of finding that he had

irritated the witness. He then went on to ask

him, by what signs and external marks it was

that he recognised the prisoner ; and he made

him acknowledge that the faces of the men he

had seen were covered with a black crape, and

their figures enveloped in smock frocks.

" How was it, then," the counsel asked, " that

the Count recognised one of them so rapidly ?

—was it by his feet, which might have appeared

from under the smock frock—or was it by his

hands ?"

Lieberg replied that it was by his general ap-

pearance ; and, knowing that his visit to the

prisoner s cell jnight, sooner or later, be made a
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subject of discussion, he determined, with his

usual decision of character, to touch upon it at

once himself.

" I remember him," he said, " by his general

appearance, and also by another indication. I

have told the court that I heard him speak for

some time
"

" But," exclaimed the counsel, interrupting

him, and evidently prepared for what was to

follow, by some intimation from Martin him-

self—" but you have not heard him speak in

this court ; and I will now ask you. Count Lie-

berg, upon your oath—remember, you are upon

your oath, sir—whether you did not visit this

prisoner in York Castle, for the purpose of

entering into a compromise Avitli him, which

would have nullified your evidence here this

day?"

The counsel for the crown here interfered,

and the court declared that the question could

not be so put in such a shape, though the

counsel for the prisoner asserted that it was

necessary for his defence. The very discussion,

however, produced what the keen lawyer de-

sired—namely, a doubt in the minds of the

jury ; and Lieberg's eye gathered, in a moment,

from the countenances around him, that an ad-

vantage had been gained by his adversary. He
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decided at once upon his line of conduct, and,

bowing to the court, said, with a degree of

rapidity which rendered it difficult to stop him

—

" The question has been asked, and I am not

only willing, but desirous, of answering it at

once. It is very easy for a hireling advocate, by

base insinuations, to affect the character of a

witness, but the stain must not rest upon my
honour. I did visit the prisoner the night before

last ; but it was, as I explained to those who

gave me admission, for the purpose of hearing

him speak in common conversation, with a view

to make myself quite sure of his identity. He
threatened me, it is true, if I gave evidence

against him, and "

But the court again interfered, in a peremp-

tory tone, signifying distinctly, that neither the

counsel nor the witness could be allowed to go

on in the course which they were following, and

Lieberg's cross-examination was soon after ter-

minated, the barrister who conducted it being

satisfied with the impression which he had pro-

duced, and which remained unfavourable to

Count Lieberg ; for suspicion is one of those

evil weeds which, when once planted, can by no

possibility be eradicated from the soil in which

they have taken root.

Lieberg left the witness-box with a frowning
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brow, but took a place in the court to see the

rest of the proceedings. At the next name

that was called, there were two hearts that beat

in the court—that of the prisoner, and that of

Count Lieberg ; but it was the heart of the

latter which throbbed most violently when the

crier pronounced the words—" Helen Barham !"

He looked round the people, and thought it

strange to see the indifference upon the faces

of all ; for so intense were his own sensations,

that he forgot the crowd were not aware who

Helen Barham was, and that the name, for

aught they knew, might appertain to some in-

ferior person in the household of Mr. Carr.

When she appeared, however, and lifted her

veil, her extraordinary loveliness produced at

first a dead silence, and then a low murmur of

admiration. Helen's cheek, which was unusually

pale when she entered, grew crimson as she

saw the nmltitude of eyes upon her, and read in

every look the effect of her beauty upon the

crowd. To one, feeling as she did, that ad-

miration was a very painful part of a situation

already too terrible. She turned pale again

—

she turned red—she felt as if she should faint

;

and, while in this state, an old mumbling officer

of the court put a book into her hand, ran over

indistinctly some words she did not hear, and
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then added, in a louder tone—" Kiss the book
!"

Helen obeyed mechanically ; and, after a short

pause, to allow her to recover herself, her ex-

amination began. The counsel for the crown

addressed her in a softened voice ; and while

she spoke in answer to his questions, and de-

tailed all that had occurred on the night of the

robbery, the prisoner, Martin, never took his

eyes from her face. At the same time, the

dark light of Lieberg's—if I may use a term

which seems a contradiction— poured upon

her countenance unceasingly. It seemed as if

he were trying to intimidate her by that stern

fixed gaze ; but Helen had now regained her

composure, and proceeded unwavering, with her

soft musical voice, in a tone low indeed, but

so clear, that each word was heard by every ear.

There was no backwardness— no hesitation ;

and there was not a heart in that hall which

did not feel she was uttering the simple, un-

disguised truth. She told how she had been

awakened ; how she had seen the face of

one of the robbers ; how she had uttered an

involuntary cry ; how he had rushed towards

her, with the intention of burying her testi-

mony against him in the silence of the grave,

and how he had spared her.

She paused for a moment, while a tear or
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two ran over her cheek, and hers were not

the only eyes in the court that shed bright

drops.

She then went on to tell all that had occurred

afterwards, till the period when she was left

alone in Sheffield ; and then the counsel took a

grave, and somewhat sterner tone with her,

saying—" Miss Barham, I feel deeply for your

situation, after the promise that you have made,

for the purpose of saving your life ; but before I

propose to you the question which I am about

to ask, I beg to remind you, first, that no pro-

mise, exacted under fear of death, can be held

binding for one moment ; secondly, that you

have a duty to your God and to your country to

perform—to the laws, and to society in general,

which duty must be accomplished unflinchingly

;

and I now ask you, by that duty, however much

pain it may give you—Do you, or do you not,

see in this court the man whose face you beheld

on the night in question ?"

Helen paused, and there was a dead silence

through the whole hall.

" I will not prevaricate in the least," she

replied, in a voice still firm, though her face

was very pale, " and I know fully what I

expose myself to ; but I will not answer, in
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any way, a question which endangers the life

of a man who spared mine when my death

would have ensured his safety. I will not say,

whether I do see him or do not see him,

and I will bear no testimony against him

whatsoever."

Again there was a profound silence in the

court ; and then the counsel expostulated, and

th6 judge, in a mild but serious manner, brought

forward every argument which could be adduced,

to persuade Helen Barham to answer the ques-

tion asked Jier ; but nothing moved her, and

when he added a threat of using the authority

with which he was invested for punishing con-

tempt of the court, she repUed in a mild and

humble, but still a firm tone—" I came hither,

my lord, with a full knowledge of what you

might be obliged to do; and I have only to

beseech you, in consideration of the circum-

stances in which I am placed, to deal with me
as leniently as possible, beheving that it is a

firm belief I should be committing a great

crime, were I to act otherwise, that makes

me maintain a silence which, whatever it may
be called, does not border in the slightest degree

upon contempt."

The good judge looked down, evidently dis-
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tressed and puzzled how to act. But the coun-

sel for the crown—resolved at all events to gain

some admission which might prove the fact he

wanted to establish—demanded, somewhat sud-

denly—" Is it your final determination, Miss

Barham, not to point out in this court the man

whose face you saw on the night in question ?"

" I did not say he was in the court," replied

Helen, who had studiously kept her eyes turned

from the dock ever since she entered—"I know

not whether he is in the court or not. I

merely said that I would not answer any ques-

tion on the subject. If it were to affect my life

itself I would make the same reply, for that life

which he spared he has every right to require

again, if by the sacrifice of it his own can be

shielded.''

" I fear," said the judge, '' that the dignity of

the court must be vindicated. Miss Barham, I

warn you, that if you still refuse to give evi-

dence, I must commit you for contempt, as the

most lenient method of dealing with you."

Helen bowed her beautiful head, replying, in

a low tone—" I know it, my lord."

" Let the warrant be made out," said the

judge ; " and let the witness be removed in

custody
"
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As he saw Helen quitting the witness-box in

charge of the officers of the court, Harry Mar-

tin took a quick step forward to the front of the

dock, as if about to speak, but at that moment

a warning voice was heard amongst the crowd,

exclaiming—" Harry !"

His eyes ran rapidly round to that side of the

court, and he saw his wife with her two hands

clasped, gazing with a look of agony in his face.

He instantly cast down his eyes again, and

drew slightly back, while one of his companions

in captivity whispered—"Well, that girl is a

diamond !"

In the meanwhile, a pause had taken place in

the court; and the judge, anxious to get rid of

the impression which Helen's conduct had pro-

duced upon himself as well as others, directed

the next witness to be called. The name of

Mr. Carr was accordingly pronounced, the

counsel at the same time asking some one

who stood near if that gentleman were well

enough to appear. Ere an answer could be

given, however, Mr. Carr himself was sup-

ported into the witness-box, and was accommo-

dated with a seat. He was deadly pale, and

shook very much, as if aflPected by cold or fear;

and he gave his evidence in so low a tone, that
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the examining barrister was more than once

obliged to bid him raise his voice. He, as the

rest of the witnesses had done, detailed all that

he knew of the robbery, but as his room was

the one which had been the most completely

rifled, he appeared to have seen more of the

actual robbers than any one else. There were

four of them, he said, and he had had a good

opportunity of marking them well while they

tied him to the bed-posts, and stripped his

chamber of all that was valuable in it. He had

not seen their faces, it is true, but nevertheless,

from their general appearance, he could swear

to them anywhere.

Towards this part of Mr. Carr's evidence, he

seemed to become heated by the thought of the

property he had lost, and he spoke much louder

and quicker than before, but just then there was

a little bustle and confusion on the opposite side

of the court, and Mr. Carr raised his eyes. What

he saw there no one knew, but his voice fell,

and his countenance changed ; and when the

counsel told him to point out the persons who

had robbed him, if he saw them in the court, Mr.

Carr gazed into the dock with a vacant look,

and shook his head, saying—" I do not think

any of those are the men. The three on this
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side, indeed, might be amongst them, but that

man beyond"—and he pointed to the prisoner

Martin—"was certainly not one."

A murmur of surprise, and it must be said of

indignation, took place at the counsel's table,

for lawyers are not easily deceived in such

matters, and there was not' one man there who

was not perfectly convinced that the prisoners

at the bar were the persons who had committed

the robbery, and, moreover, that Mr. Carr

knew it to be so. The examining counsel

made one more effort, by asking Mr. Carr how

he happened to be so sure in the case of

Martin.

" Because," replied Mr. Carr, " none of the

housebreakers were so tall and powerful."

" And yet," said the barrister, turning round

to his brethren, " two of the other prisoners

are taller than he is. My lord, I think it is

inexpedient, after what we have heard, to call

any further witnesses."

" I think so too," said the judge ;
" but I shall

let the case go to the jury."

The prisoners declined making any defence,

and the judge remarked it was scarcely necessary

for him to sum up the evidence, adding—" A
more disgraceful case I have never had the mis-
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fortune to see tried." The jury, without quitting

the box, returned a verdict of " Not Guilty."

The judge then addressed the prisoners,

saying—" A jury of your country has acquitted

you of a great crime, and I will not take upon

myself to make any observation tending to im-

pugn the only verdict it could return under the

circumstances ; but, at the same time, you will

feel that there are facts connected with this

trial which give it a peculiar character, and that

the same are never likely to occur again. If,

then, either or any of you have hitherto led a

vicious or criminal life, let the danger you have

now run be a warning to you.—I do not think,

sir," he continued, addressing the leading coun-

sel for the crown, " that after what has taken

place, we can deal very severely with Miss

Barham. Let it be notified to her, that upon

due petition the court will order her discharge
;"

and he turned to his paper to see what was the

next case set down for trial.
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CHAPTER V.

" The climate, not the heart, he changes who

flies across the wave." So said the old Roman,

some thousand years ago, and doubtless what

he said was true, both in his own day, when

men cultivated a firm, fixed spirit within them,

and also in the present, in the case of some in-

dividuals, to whom has descended the gem-like

hardness of the antique mind, on which lines,

once engraved, are never to be effaced. Never-

theless, in the rapid change of scene, in the

running from land to land, in new sights and

new excitements, in the companionship of fresh

acquaintances, and even in the every -hour colli-

sion with our fellow-creatures which takes place

only in travelling, one wears away the sharp-

ness of some sorrows, as the gem which has
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rolled for ages in the waters of the Tiber, or

which is cast up by the waves of the jEgean

Sea, though it retains the figures which were

cut into it ages ago, loses the sharp outline that

it received from the graver's tool.

As there is scarcely a plant on earth from

w^hich the bee cannot extract honey, so there is

scarcely a scene in the wide world from which

the mind that seeks real wisdom cannot draw

a moral ; and every moral has its consolation.

The very aspect of strange cities, whatever be

the grief in our heart at the time, brings its

comfort, derived we seldom examine how, and

often mistake when we do examine, but wrought

out justly and reasonably, by the silent working

of that spirit within us, which, if we would let

it, would always deduce its homily from every

object of the senses. We wander through the

streets of a great town, we gaze up at the tall

houses, we mingle with the busy crowd, we

see the sunshine streaming upon some man-

sions, and the deep shade resting upon others

;

at one window we behold a group of merry

faces, at another the close-drawn curtain, in-

dicative of sickness, anguish, and death. From

the one door, with tabor, and pipe, and gar-

lands, and scattered flowers, goes forth the

VOL. ni. E
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bride to the altar; from another, streams out

the dark procession of the grave. On each

countenance that we meet is written some tale

of joy or sorrow; each street has its history,

each dwelling presents an episode in the great

poem of human life. We return to our own

chamber with a calmness in our sorrows, with a

resignation in om* melancholy that we have not

before felt—and why ?

Is it the universality of human misery that

gives us a false support? Is it, as the most

misanthropical of philosophers has declared,

that there is comfort for each man in the

sorrows of his fellow-creatures? Is this the

process by which we derive consolation from

mingling in the busy haunts of unknown races

of beings like ourselves, and discovering the

same cares, pursuits, and joys, and griefs

throughout the world ?

Oh, no !—it is, that we are taught our own

littleness, as one individual ant in a whole ant-

hill ; and from the sense of our own littleness

we gain humility, and from humility resigna-

tion, and from resignation love and admiration

for that great God who made the wondrous

universe, of which we are an atom— some

knowledge of his power—some trust in his
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wisdom— confidence in his goodness, and some

hope in his protecting arm.

Who is there that has ever stood amongst the

multitudes of a strange city, that has not asked

himself—" What am I in the midst of all these ?

what are all these to the God that made them ?

and is not that God mine?" There may be

such, but those who seek it will ever find, in

the contemplation of any scene where the work-

ings of Almighty will are displayed, some balm

for those wounds which almost every man, in

the great warfare of the world, carries about

beneath his armour; for— to end as we have

begun—there is a drop of honey in every flower.

Morley Ernstein had executed bis purpose

;

he had quitted England to search—not for hap-

piness, but for forgetfulness—not forgetfulness

of her he loved, but forgetfulness of himself and

of his situation. But alas, reader, it must be

acknowledged, he sought not the drop of

honey in the way that it might most easily be

found! The same impatient spirit was upon

him, which rebelled against the share of human

sorrow that was allotted to him ; and, full of its

suggestions he struggled to drown thought and

reflection, rather than to find comfort by

their aid. Pride, too, as we have shewn, had

E 2
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its share in his feelings ; he was angrj^ with

himself that his heart had bent before any blow.

He accused himself of weakness, not knowing

where he was really weak ; he strove to steel

his bosom, and, in fact, only hardened his ex-

ternal demeanour.

A fit of illness w^hich overtook him at Calais,

of no very serious character or long duration,

only served to increase his irritation and impa-

tience. He had been angry before with the

weakness of his mind, as he called it ; he now

felt a degree of scorn at himself and at human

nature, for that weakness of body which yields

to any of the trifling accidents of air and climate
;

and the very irritation which he felt, increased

and prolonged the sickness under which he

laboured.

At length, however, he was convalescent,

and being permitted to go out for an hour

or two, walked forth into the town, thinking

that in its streets he might find something

to call his mind away from himself. But little

indeed can the good town, whose name was

written upon Mary's heart, display, even to

the eyes of an Englishman, to occupy or in-

terest him for a moment. It is a sad, dull

place, but in those days the communication
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between France and England having been in-

terrupted for many years, and only opened for

a few, there was a kind of local colouring about

Calais which supplied the want of other attrac-

tions. There one saw a great many things that

one had never beheld before. Postilions were

to be found with enormous pigtails, and as much

wood as leather in their boots ; ropes served for

harness, and peasant women came to market

covered with great ornaments of gold. The

contrast, indeed, was strong between the two

sides of the water, and Morley Ernstein's eye

soon became occupied, even when he believed

his mind was taking no part in any of the ob-

jects around him.

The dull lethargy which comes upon the spirit

of man under the influence of any bitter disap-

pointment, is never so easily thrown off as when

fancy is awakened by some of the magic tones

of association. There are few places in this

good world that are not linked on to some inter-

esting event in history, and even the small, dull

town of Calais itself figures in the records of

the past on more than one important occasion.

Nothing, however, presented itself, in the aspect

of the place, or in anything on which his eye

rested, that could carry the mind of Morley
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Ernsfcein away to other days, till he paused for

a moment, after a ramble round the market-

place, before a bronze bust, which is not easily

to be passed unnoticed.

There are some heads, as the reader must

often have remarked, which are very beautiful

in painting, but which lose all their interest

when sculptured; there are others, however,

w^hich seem to demand the marble or the

bronze ; and if we compare accurately the busts

that have come down to us from ancient times

with the history of the persons whom they re-

present, we shall find that the man of fixed and

powerful thoughts, of stern and rigid determi-

nation, affords almost always the best subject

for the statuary, as if the character of his mind

required something analogous to receive the

expression which it gave to his features. Of all

the heads in modern times, perhaps that of the

Cardinal de Richelieu was the one which af-

forded the finest subject for the sculptor. All

the paintings of him are weak when compared

to his character ; it is in bronze that his image

ought to go down to posterity.

The moment Morley's eyes fixed upon his

bust, the lightning of the mind flashed back

into the chasm of past years—the scenes of
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Other days, the block, the axe, the chamber of

the torture, and all the dark implements with

which that terrible man built up the fabric of

his greatness, came before his eyes in a mo-

ment, and, for the first time since the cloud

of sorrow had fallen upon him, his spirit found

a momentary sunshine in the memories of an-

cient lore.

He stood and gazed, then, with his arms

folded on his chest, while the people walking

to and fro passed and repassed him, and many

a one commented as they went, and assigned

him a history and a character from their own

imagination. How seldom is it, in the busy

world with which we mingle, that any of the

conjectures regarding our thoughts, our feel-

ings, our state of existence, are correct ! How
rarely, from any of the indications that man's

external demeanour affords to society, can one

single trait of the heart's countenance be di-

vined! Alas, dear reader, that it should be

so ! but to one another we all wear a mask.

, One man, as he passed by Morley Ernstein,

and saw the traces of care and thought on his

countenance, settled it at once that he was

some young prodigal flying from his creditors

—

a very natural supposition in the town of Calais
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or Boulogne. Another, moralizing with a friend

who walked beside him, declared, from his

youth, his gloomy look, and his distinguished

attire, that he must have killed his best friend

in a duel, or committed some of those other

dark crimes which society never punishes, but

conscience, sooner or later, always does ; another

set him down for an indifferent milor :

" Parfait Anglais voyageant sans dessein

Achetant cher des modernes antiques

Regardant tout avec un air hautain

M^prisant les saints et leurs reliques."

But at that moment there was one near him who

knew better ; and while Morley continued to

gaze at the bust of Richelieu, careless altogether

of what any one thought of him—shut up, in

short, like the lady of the Arabian giant, in a

glass-case of his own sensations and thoughts,

through which he could be seen, but could not

be approached—he was suddenly roused by

hearing his name pronounced, and, turning

round, saw a countenance not less striking than

that of Richelieu himself, nor, upon the whole,

very different in character.

The first impression was not pleasant, for the

lonehness of heart that he felt upon him, made
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him repugnant to all companionship. Neither

was the man he saw one in whom he was in-

clined to trust, or to confide—one whose sym-

pathies were with him, or upon whose counsel

he could rely ; but yet, to say the truth, when

he remembered the charm of his conversation,

the power that he seemed to possess of leading

the mind of others, with whom he held any

communication, away from all that was unplea-

sant or painful, to brighter objects and to calmer

thoughts, the first shrinking feeling of unwil-

lingness passed away, and he stretched out his

hand frankly, exclaiming—" Lieberg ! I little

dreamed of meeting you here."

Now the reader may remark, with great jus-

tice
—" What, then, Morley Emstein was by

this time willing to seek entertainment !—If so,

his sorrow was on the wane." He may likewise

observe, that after all the acts and deeds com-

mitted by the worthy gentleman who now stood

before him, it would surely have been more

characteristic of Morley Ernstein to turn his

back than to hold out his hand. True, O
courteous reader!—true, in both cases—with

the qualification of a " huV'' Did you ever

happen to take, under the influence of any of

the many ills that flesh is heir to, a dose which

e3
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seemed somewhat bitter at first, but which pro-

duced great relief to the sick heart, or the aching

head ? If you have, you will know that though

you might nauseate the remedy at first, you

sought it eagerly again as soon as you had ex-

perienced the benefit thereof. Now Morley

Ernstein was exactly in that situation. Under

the first pressure of grief, he had turned from

the very thought of amusement with disgust;

but in mere occupation he had found a mitiga-

tion of pain ; and while gazing at the bust of

that great and terrible man, and suffering his

mind to run over the scenes of the past, he had

felt an interval of tranquillity which he had not

known for many a-day. Conscious therefore

that in Lieberg's society he would find more of

the same kind of relief than in that perhaps of

any other man living, he was not unwilling to

take the same medicine for his wound again,

although there might be still a degree of repug-

nance lingering at his heart. In regard to the

second point, let it be recollected, dear reader,

that although our good friend. Count Lieberg,

had done everything on earth which Morley

Ernstein would have looked upon as base and

villanous, had he been aware of the facts, not

one particular of all those transactions with

which the reader is fully acquainted had been
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made known to hira either by Helen or Juliet

;

and he was utterly ignorant of the whole. He
looked upon Lieberg merely as a man of the

world, with better feelings than principles; for

although Morley was somewhat philosophically

disposed by nature, he wanted totally that ex-

perience which, in the end, convinces us that

the separation between good principles and

good feelings is much more rare than youth

and passion are willing to admit.

Principle may be one check upon a man, good

feeling another ; the man who has both is sure

to go right, but the man who has either will

not go far astray, and in this case too you may

know the tree by its fruits. Of Lieberg's con-

duct to Helen Barham, of his conduct to her

brother, Morley was ignorant; and though at

first, as I have said, he felt but little disposed

to like the society of any one, yet the second

impulse made him hold out his hand, and utter

the words that I have mentioned.

" I as little thought to see you in Calais,"

said Lieberg, in reply ;
" but I did trust to

overtake you in Paris ; for on my return to

town, I heard that you had suddenly (|uitted

England, that something had gone wrong with

you, and that you were about to make an

autumnal wandering in other lands*"
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Lieberg paused, seeing that the allusion which

he had made to the cause of his companion's

quitting England made Morley's brow knit

heavily, and his eyes seek the ground. "To
say the truth," continued Lieberg, " I am not

in the best spirits myself, and I am somewhat

aweary of this working-day world. I tried all

the various resources of Great Britain for shaking

off the dulness of this season of the year—fired

a gun or two upon the moors, spent a day at a

fashionable watering-place, and finding that

everything was vanity and vexation of spirit,

set off, post haste, to overtake you in Paris, and

see ifyou would take a grumbling tour with me

through foreign lands."

I The picture which he gave of his state of mind

Avas adapted with infinite art to the mood which

his keen and penetrating eyes saw at once was

dominant with his companion. A faint, and,

as it were, unwilling smile, was Morley's only

reply ; but he passed his arm through that of

Lieberg, and as they turned back, towards the

inn, the latter proceeded—" We can go, you

know, across from Paris to Cologne, then ramble

along the banks of the Rhine, make our way

through the Tyrol into Italy, spend the cold

season at Rome or Naples, and then, if you like

it, ^mitcscente liyeme^ return to England. Or,"
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he continued, "if that suits you not, we can

ramble still farther, plunge into Calabria, visit

the blue shores of Greece, see the fairy-tale

wonders of Constantinople, range through the

scenes of the crusades in Syria and Palestine,

and scour on fleet horses the sandy deserts of

Egypt. Where need we stop, Morley ? where

need we stop ? I have no tie to one quarter of

the globe—you have none either, that I know

of; the world is all before us, and the wonders,

not only of a hundred countries, but a hundred

ages. Where shall we not find some astounding

record of the mighty past? Some of those

marbles, which, in their slowly perishing gran-

deur, teach us the littleness of all things

present, and, amongst the rest, of the cares and

sorrows that we may both be suffering. Of

those cares and sorrows we will speak no more ;

I ask you not what are yours—you question me

not regarding mine. But let us onward,

onward together, through all the varied scenes

of earth, pausing no longer anywhere than while

enjoyment is in its freshness, taking the grape

while the bloom is upon it, and the flower

before a leaf is shed. Once more, what say

you ?—shall it be so ?"

There was something in the tone in which he
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spoke, in the picture that he presented, in the

very rapid succession of objects which he pro-

posed, that seemed addressed with careful cal-

culation to the weaker part of Morley's cha-

racter—to the rash, the impetuous, the excite-

ment-loving spirit, which had been long kept

down by the influence of the better soul within

him. There was nothing in the scheme against

which that better soul could raise the warning

voice ; there was no one thing suggested which

could be branded with the name of evil. It

was like offering to an eager and a fiery horse

a wide and swift career, while, faint at the far

extreme, appeared a goal hung with prizes,

which seemed to glitter, though dim and con-

fused from the distance at which they were

placed.

Morley hesitated not, but replied, his eyes

for a moment lighting up with the fire which

used once to be kindled so readily in them—" I

w411 go willingly, Lieberg. It is, in fact, the

scheme I had laid out for myself, only improved

and brightened by having you for my com-

panion. I have been ill since I have been here

;

but to-morrow they assure me I shall be ready

to continue my journey."
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CHAPTER VI.

" Providence," says a powerful but dangerous

author of another land—" has placed Disgust at

the door of all bad places."

But, alas, she keeps herself behind the door

as we go in, and it is only when we come out

that we meet her face to face ! The road to

evil is undoubtedly a flowery path, smoothed

down and softened with every care, so that no

obstruction, no difficulty, may retard our steps,

or keep us within the bounds of right. It is

only when we would turn again that we dis-

cover the thorns.

Such may seem a strange homily wherewith

to begin an account of the journey of Morley

Ernstein and Frederick, Count Lieberg. It is

nevertheless an undoubted fact, dear reader,

that of all the many persons well calculated to
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smooth, that high road to vice, of which we

have just spoken, the young Baronet could have

found none more dangerous than the man who,

placed side by side with him, commenced, on

the day following that with which we terminated

our last chapter, a tour through lands where

temptation is cheap, example abundant, and

punishment rare—except, indeed, that silent

punishment of the heart, the sentence of God's

own law, to which man has sometimes added

corporeal infliction, but from which he can

never take away one fiery drop.

They sat side by side in Morley's carriage,

turning over that of Count Lieberg to servants

and baggage ; for, as we have seen, Morley had

no less than three men in his train—the courier,

the groom, and good Adam Gray—while Lieberg

was armed with a courier and a valet, so that

they were plenty certainly to occupy both

vehicles. The conversation between the two

travelling companions was, of course, modified

by the circumstances in which they were placed.

It was no longer the wide, discursive, rambling

play of fancy which had characterized their

communications at an earlier period of their

acquaintance, but it was full of deeper thoughts

and feelings. It was no longer the even flow of a

bright and sparkling rivulet, dancing rapidly on.
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uninterrupted by any obstacle, glistening over

the pebbles of its bed, and whirling in mur-

muring eddies from the banks ; but it was the

mountain-torrent, amongst rocks and precipices,

now pausing in deep silent pools, now dashing

through stones and crags, and now plunging, in

an eager cataract, over the edge of the precipi-

tous cliff.

It might be that Lieberg's mind had itself

taken a different mood from the various scenes

through which he had lately gone, from the

violent passions which had actuated him, from

the bitter disappointment of pride, and vanity,

and love. Or was it that he purposely gave to

all he said that tone which made it harmonize

with the mood and temper of his companion at

that moment ? Who shall say which ? Cer-

tain it is, however, that he, as usual, led the

conversation, and led it in that exact strain

which bore the mind of Morley Ernstein along

with him. He suffered the pauses that took

place to be long ; he forced not his fellow-

traveller to speak; he meditated, as well as

Morley, and only roused himself from his

silence to cast forth some fierce and flashing

sarcasm at the world and all that it contains, or

to utter some deep and stern comment upon
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human happiness or human efFoi^ts. It was hke

the stiUness of the storm's approach broken by

the flash or the thunder. Then, if he found

his companion so disposed, he would go on in a

rambling and meditative manner, with a dark

gloom pervading all he said, like the shadow of

the cloud, remaining even when the voice of

the tempest is still.

" Do you see that mother nursing her child,

Morley ?" he said, after a pause, as they drove

through one of those small, miserable villages,

to be found so frequently upon the road from

Calais to Paris— " do you see yon mother

nursing her child ? Is it not a pretty sight ?"

" I think it is," replied Morley, somewhat

surprised at the sneering turn of the lip that

accompanied his words.

"Ay," continued Lieberg, "it is indeed a

sweet sight to see the sowing of hopes that go

on from blight to blight, till all are blasted to

the very root. For what is she nursing it,

Morley? For sickness, and sorrow, and dis-

appointment; for anguish of body and of mind;

to find virtue become a curse, or pleasure alone

in vice ; for sin, crime, misery, and death, the

grave and corruption, and hell hereafter ! It

is a sweet sight, indeed ; and yet, if there be
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truth, either in Holy Writ, or in worldly ex-

perience, such is what we have just seen. The

child was a girl, was it not ?"

" I think so," replied Morley, gloomily.

" Poor thing !" said Lieberg—" the more her

misery. Men can find pleasure, or, at all

events, rehef from their cares, if they are wise

enough to seek it. Women are altogether

slaves— their minds to prejudices, their bodies

to passions or to follies. They are worse than

any other slaves, the slaves of two masters—of

man, and of vanity."

Morley replied not, and the conversation

dropped ; but it is true, and therefore must be

admitted, that the tone assumed by his com-

panion was that which harmonized with the

feelings in his own bosom, although he might

see in many cases the falseness of his argu-

ments, and the fallacy of all his deductions.

Those feelings were of angry discontent, and

he would not take the trouble to refute Lieberg,

even where he perceived he was most wrong.

It was like hearing a man who has deeply in-

jured us accused of faults that he has not com-

mitted—too often do we listen, and internally

dissent, but are silent, and perhaps are pleased.

After a pause of some minutes, Lieberg took
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up the same topic again, pointing out how

superior was the situation of man to woman

;

but still the theme was, that man could drown

every sorrow^ and every care by varying excite-

ments. It was too pleasant a doctrine for Mor-

ley, in his state of mind at the time, willingly

to resist, and he yielded gradually to the belief

that the only course for him to pursue was, to

drown the memory of Juliet Carr by any-

thing that could occupy or interest him. He

proposed to himself innocent objects, it is true

;

but where is the man who can gallop his horse

headlong at a fence, and say that he will not

leap it ?

The first day's journey passed in such con-

versation as we have described, and the car-

riages paused at Beauvais, for the night. It

was yet light; and to while away an hour ere

dinner was ready, Morley Ernstein, without

giving any notice to Lieberg, who had gone to

another room, strolled out to the fine old cathe-

dral, and entered those doors which, in Roman

-

catholic countries, are never shut against the

worshipper.

He gazed up towards the high transept, the

magnificent proportions of which must ever

bow the heart to religious feelings, first calling
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to taste, and taste leading on imagination, and

imagination bringing a thousand devout images

in her train, as is always the case when appealed

to by anything grand and solemn. There is

something, also, in the architecture of Gothic

churches, which has certainly a more devotional

effect than the light and graceful buildings of

the Greeks. There are near relationships be-

tween all grand sensations. Awe is the sister of

Devotion ; and I believe that feelings truly sub-

lime can never be awakened in the human

heart without ideas of religion rising up with

them. Man often becomes sensible of his little-

ness in the midst of the works of his own

hands ; the eye runs up the tall column, till it

loses the tracery of the capital in the airy gloom

above ; he stands at the foot of it as an insect,

and thinks of the God for whose worship that

structure was raised, and to whom it is less

than the ant-hill on which we set our uncon-

scious feet.

Morley Ernstein felt the influence of the place.

The shady hour ; the solemn arches ; the sober

hue of the building ; the solitary lamp at a

shrine on the other side ; the kneeling figure of

a woman, half hidden in the gloom ; a receding

step, that echoed along the vacant vault ;—all
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made him feel inclined to stay and meditate ; and

the better spirit seemed to think her hour was

come again, and lifted her voice to take the

bitterness from his wounded heart. It was in

vain, however, for the fiend was near him, and

ere Morley had reached the end of the choir,

Lieberg was by him, and his hand upon his

arm.

Plow was it that he whiled Morley away from

those contemplations, which were likely to lead

him to higher and holier feelings than those

which his counsels could inspire ? It was by

no light laugh—it was by no bitter sneer—it

was by none of those means which he might

have employed at another time. He knew that

there was a spirit dwelt in the air of that place

which would not suffer any method of the kind

to succeed. He called Morley's attention, then,

to the beauties of the building, he descanted

upon columns and arches with the most re-

fined and delicate taste, he destroyed the grand

effect of the whole by engaging his companion's

fancy in the examination of details, and, draw-

ing him out of the church, after having taken a

turn round it, he pointed to some of the gro-

tesque ornaments, the grinning heads, and mon-

strous forms which found place in the archi-
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tecture of that day, and then, and not till then,

he ventured upon a sneer.

" See, Morley," he said, " how these people

think fit to decorate the temples of their God,

with heads of devils and serpents ! Thus is it

with us all, I fear.; and if we were to look to

the temple which we raise to God in our own

hearts, we should find it as full of grinning fool-

eries as the outside of a French cathedral. The

very image that we draw of him, nine times out

of ten, if we could embody it, would be no

better than the great idol of Juggernaut ; and,

alas ! like that idol, we often make it, in bloody

triumph, roll over a crowd of human things,

crushing all sweet affections, and joys, and hap-

piness, beneath the wheels of one superstition

or another. Is it more drivelling or more foolish

to ornament a temple like that with toads, and

bats, and dragons of stone, than to suppose that

the God who made us and gave us powers of

enjoyment, should quarrel with us for using

those powers, or tasting pleasure wherever we

find it ?"

" It must depend upon the kind of pleasure,

Lieberg," replied Morley, somewhat shai-ply.

'^ God will never quarrel with us, I am sure,

for that which neither injures ourselves, nor
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Other individuals, nor society in general—which

neither degrades the spirit that he has given us,

nor takes away from the glory of the giver. But

it is a wide subject, Lieberg, which I will not

discuss with you in my present mood ; one

thing, however, is very certain, that man's

foolish imaginations can no more alter the

nature of God, than those foolish ornaments can

affect the prayers that are offered in sincerity

beneath those walls. He has told us what he

is, and with that we must rest satisfied."

Lieberg made no farther reply, for he was

well aware, that one evil thought, that one dark

doubt in regard to right and wrong, once im-

planted in the human mind, remains for its

time buried in silence and apparent forgetful-

ness, till the summer day of temptation causes

it to germinate and produce the richest harvest

which a tempter can desire. He left the sub-

ject, therefore, where it was, and the following

morning the two companions proceeded on

their way towards the French metropolis.

They stayed not long in that capital, nor

shall I pause upon all the events that occurred

there. Lieberg took care that Morley should

not want temptation, and it was not by any

ordinary means that he stimulated him to yield
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to it. He urged him not, he argued not

with him in order to induce him to plunge

into the ordinary dissipations of youth, but he

proceeded by the sap and mine : every word,

every tone, and every look being directed to

show without an effort—to impress upon the

mind of his companion as a self-evident truth,

that a greater or a less degree of vice was an

inevitable necessity, an incident in the life of

every young man, without which, j^outh never

reached manhood. He took it for granted—or,

at least, he seemed to do so—that Morley's

views on those subjects must be the same as his

own—na}^, that he must be already in some

degree dipped in the stream, which is certainly

neither that of immortality nor oblivion ; and he

more than once thought fit to suppose that his

young companion went hither, or went thither

with views which never entered into his head.

At the same time, as his acquaintance was very

extensive in Paris, he contrived that his fellow-

traveller should be cast, whether he liked it or

not, into such society as he thought fit.

Tools for any work are never wanting in

Paris ; a thousand accidents brought about a

meeting between Morley and this fair lady, or

that beautiful girl ; and amidst the bright, the

VOL. iir, F
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gay, and the fascinating, there were many

wilHng and well-skilled to lead j^outh upon the

flowery path of passion. A moment of strong

temptation came, working itself up by various

accidents like clouds gathering together for a

storm. Lieberg watched it coming, and chose

the precise moment when the whole fabric of

Morley's good feelings and good principles tot-

tered, for the purpose of making a great effort

to overthrow them altogether ; but he strove

for it, not as other men would have striven.

It was a sombre evening, the moment of

danger he knew was to be towards nine o'clock

that night, and Lieberg sought not to make his

companion pass the hours in any occupation

which might banish thought and reflection ; on

the contrary, it seemed as if a deep and heavy

gloonv had fallen upon himself; his conversa-

tion was of the darkest and desponding charac-

ter : and, as they sat alone together, he skilfully

called up every idea that might pile such a load

upon Morley's heart and mind, as would impel

him to anything in order to cast it off.

" Such evenings as this make me sad," he

said, with his dark, bright eyes resting mourn-

fully upon the 3^oung Englishman. " Autumn,

indeed, is always to me a time of darkness. It
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is the deatli-bed of the year, and still, when I

think how many pleasures have slipped by us un-

tasted—how few will ever return again,—when

I think of the emptiness of many things that I

have sought and cared about, I feel a cloud

come over my spirit that I w^ould give worlds

to disperse ! What a difference Morley," he

continued, looking out of the window—" what

a difference between this evening and that on

w^hich I some time ago met you in the park,

with a beautiful girl hanging on your arm, and

looking as if she loved you."

Morley shrunk as if he had been rending

open his heart, and bent down his eyes upon

the table, but Lieberg went on—" I, too, was

happier then," he continued ;
" but those dreams

fade, and I do believe, after all, that with

women, the virtue and the high principle which

we admire is but coldness of nature. They

will be to all appearance as fond, as attached,

as devoted, as may be, but put some small

stumbling-block in their way, and we shall find

that they will whirl all our happiness to the

wind without a hesitation or a care."

Morley stretched out his hand to the Bur-

gundy that stood by, with a sort of convulsive

F 2
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grasp, filled the tumbler to the brim, and drank

it off without a pause.

" Give me the woman of passion," continued

Lieberg—"she who yields to the impetuous

torrent of her love without fears of the con-

sequences or thoughts of the future—a thousand

to one she betrays me, it is true, but still she

is mine wdiile I possess her, and she can never

inflict upon me the pang of the cold-hearted,

virtuous coquette, who raises love almost to a

pitch of agony, and then disappoints it with

an agony more terrible, verifying the Icelandic

fable of the damned, whose torture is, to be

first burned in the heart of Hecla, and then

plunged into its eternal snows. There have

been periods in my life, Morley, when I have

felt more bitterly than you know of; and it is

ever in such dull times as this that the memory

of all which is sad and dark in the past comes

upon me. I wish the Salon was opened; I

think I could go and stake my last louis, to

see if, by the gambler's feverish joy, I could cast

off this oppressive weight upon my breast.

Give me the wine, Morley, and let us have the

windows closed—I love not the ^vorld nor any-

thing in it
!"
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Thus went he on for some time in a tone of

dark despondency, which made the moral poison

that mingled with all he said ten times more

potent and dangerous than when it came

diluted with gayer things. Had he presented

to Morley's mind the memory of Juliet Carr in

all her purity and goodness, he would have

called up a warning angel rather than a fiend ;

but it was the memory of sorrows alone that

he recalled, of that anguish of mind which—as

corporeal pain will sometimes drive the wretch,

in a moment of madness, to fly to deadly poison

for the repose of death—will often urge on the

spirit to a thousand harmful things, even for a

moment's relief.

As he proceeded, the load seemed to lie more

and more heavy upon Morley's heart. At first

it bore him down, and seemed to overpower

him, but gradually he rose to struggle against

it ; the wine seemed to strengthen him; he took

another and another draught, but then he

paused, saying, he would drink no more.

Already, however, it had produced some effect,

not in intoxicating, not in clouding his senses,

but in sending that fire through the veins

which none but the Burgundian grape can

produce. He became impatient of Licberg's
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gloomy tone—he was glad when the clock

struck nine.

" Ha ! there is the hour," cried Lieberg.

" Now will you come to the Salon, Morley ? We
shall find some excitement, at least, in those

mischievous pieces of pasteboard."

"No," answered .Morley, "I have an en-

gagement to-night ; my carriage must be by

this time in the court ;" and hurrying away to

escape further question, the sound of wheels

were heard the moment after.

A dark smile came upon Lieberg's counte-

nance. He, too, went forth, but he was not

absent more than an hour ; and then, speaking

a word to his valet as he passed, he walked into

the sitting-room, and sat down to read. It was

past one o'clock when the valet entered, sud-

denly saying—" That is his carriage now, sir."

Lieberg went out into the corridor, and passed

Morley Ernstein, as, with a slow step, the young

Englishman mounted the stairs. He gave him

but a word of salutation, and hurried on ; but

Lieberg marked the haggard eye and the

flushed cheek, and, entering his own bed-room,

he stood silent for a moment in the midst of the

floor, with a look of fierce triumph. It was as

if he had won a great victory.
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But there must have been a motive for all this.

There was, and his words showed it :
" He has

fallen!" he cried—"he has fallen! The first

plunge is taken ! Who shall stop him now ?

—

Neither Heaven nor hell. He shall go on—he

shall go on ! and ere many a year, I will show

her this god of her idolatry as low and empty

a licentious debauchee as any that crawls

through opera saloons, or spends his days and

nights between the gaming table and the

brothel
!"
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CHAPTER VIL

At breakfast the following morning, the

two travelling companions met again, and by

that time a great change had come over the

aspect of Morley Ernstein. A change in a

very small particular, but one so remarkable

that it instantly struck the eyes of Lieberg,

surprised and puzzled him. Morley was grave

—perhaps one might say, sad—but there was a

calm, a tranquillity in his grief which had not

appeared in his demeanour since his parting

with Juliet Carr. There seemed none of

that bitterness, that struggling against the hand

of fate which had before characterized his sor-

row: he was sad, as we have said, but he

was no longer moody, indignant, and discon-

tented.



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 105

Although, alas ! we have no window through

which to look into the breast of man, and see

the springs and wheels of thought and action as

they work, yet imagination may pry into the

motives, and, perhaps, obtain some insight. It

is but supposition, reader, yet we will try to

show the causes of the change in Morley Ern-

stein. Previous to this period, the share of

pride, which is in every human heart, had fixed

itself upon his high and steadfast adherence to

right ; there had been in his bosom, in short, a

sense of deserving ; and a feeling of ill-treat-

ment and angry repugnance to submit to the

will of God had risen up when the first touch

of sorrow lighted on him. He seemed to think

that he had a right to happiness, and that to

make him take his part in human griefs was an

injustice.

Of course it must not be supposed that he

acknowledged such sensations to his own mind,

I paint them in the broad light as I believe

they stood, without the veils with which the

deceitfulness of man's heart covered them to

Morley's own eyes. Had he analyzed his feel^

ings, in truth he would have discovered that

—

though he might have experienced sorrow, deep

poignant sorrow, at his disappointment under

f3
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any circumstances—the bitterer, the more fiery

part of his grief would have been absent, had

he not set up a claim to deserving a better fate.

He had looked round, saying, as did the apostle,

but with a different feeling—" What man con-

vinces me of sin ?"

Such had been his state up to the day be-

fore, and now the change which had come over

him was produced by self-abasement. He no

longer stood in the same proud position in his

own eyes, he felt all his weakness, all the weak-

ness of human nature, and his spirit was bowed

down in humility before the will of God. He
could no longer say—"I have deserved;" and

although his sadness was increased by knowing

that he had himself erred, yet it was a more

wholesome grief than that which he had before

experienced, and bitter repentance opened his

heart, so that resignation could take the place

of despair.

I have said that his demeanour puzzled

Lieberg ; he could not comprehend the change

that he saw in Morley Emstein ; but the truth

is, his own character was so different, that similar

events would with him have produced the re-

verse result. His spirit was one neither to

sorrow nor repent, and the consciousness of evil

would but have made him raise his head to
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meet the avenger ; he might bow, indeed,

under the force of circumstances, but it was

only for the purpose of an after struggle. He

watched his companion attentively, then, but

he commented upon nothing that he saw; he

took no note of their conversation on the pre-

ceding evening, or of any events which might

have followed, but he began in a lighter, though

not a gay tone, asking Morley how he had

slept, and adding—" What a stormy night it

has been."

" Indeed !" replied Morley ; " I did not hear

it."

" Innocence sleeps sound," said Lieberg,

with a laugh

—

''
' Virtue, without the doctor's aid,

In the soft arms of sleep was l.iid ;

Whilst vice, within the guilty breast,

Could not be physicked into rest.'

" Is it so, Morley ? But after all, what con-

ventional nonsense those poets write ! Well

may it be said that they deal in fiction, and

their morality is not a bit more real than the

rest. A pretty sort of morality, truly, one finds

in all these moral poets, and other righteous

personages ; they think no more of manufactur-
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ing a falsehood to serve the cause of truth, as

they call it, than a poor, honest, wicked man

like myself thinks of drinking my cup of coffee.

Now what a gross lie it is—so gross, indeed, as

to be quite impotent—to tell us that virtue is

happiness, and that innocence always sleeps

comfortably. For my part, everything that I

see around me makes me believe, that, in this

world at least, virtue is more akin to misery

than to happiness ; and how many pangs and

sorrows are there that from time to time disturb

the repose of innocence, and break the rest of

the purest and the best."

" That is true," replied Morley, thoughtfully.

" Griefs may often break the sleep of inno-

cence, but can vice ever repose, Lieberg ? And

as to the happiness or unhappiness of the good

and the bad, thank God there is another world

Avhere things may be made even I"

" Your English proverb says," rejoined Lie-

berg, '* that * a bird in the hand is worth two in

the bush.' I would rather take out my stock

of happiness here, my good friend."

" I have been thinking much over that sub-

ject this very morning," answered Morley,

" and have made up my mind ui)on the matter,

Lieberg."
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" And to what conclusion ?" asked his com-

panion.

" That the balance even here is in favour

of right," replied Morley. " Supposing that

there be an equal portion of misfortunes and

disappointments, successes and advantages, al-

lotted to the virtuous and the vicious— and

there is nothing either in reason or experience

to show that the bad man is more favoured by

fortune than the good—the very nature of the

virtuous man's own mind leaves his pleasures

not only more pure, but more poignant from

the freshness of his heart, while his sorrows are

diminished by resignation to the will of Him
w'ho sent them, and by those bright hopes

which lighten half the load of life."

" I am glad to think that you have got up

such a comfortable philosophy," answered Lie-

berg, " for of late I have certainly seen that you

are very sad, Morley, and I have striven to the

best of my power, though somewhat vainly, to

cheer you."

" I thank you for it deeply," replied Morley,

extending his hand, " and I wish I had been

wise enough to get up this philosophy, as you

call it, before. You w^ould not have found it,

then, so difficult to soothe me, Licberg."
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" It is an excellent good philosophy," an-

swered his companion; "and the only part of

it with which I might be inclined to quarrel,

my good friend, is the actual estimation of

what is right and what is wrong, what is inno-

cent and what is vicious. I do not take for

granted the dictum of every would-be philoso-

pher—no, nor of every puritan—when he tells

me that a thing which makes me very happy, and

does no harm to anybody, is a vice or a wicked-

ness ;—but there is no use of talking any more

about it. Ethics are a very uncertain science ;

what's excessively wicked in one country is

highly virtuous in another—polygamy is an

honoured observance in Turkey. Dwindle it

down to bigamy in England, and it becomes a

great crime, for which you send the poor wretch

to hard labour in a penal colony, as if the fool's

act would not be punishment enough if we did

but compel him to abide by the consequences,

and live with the two wives at once."

Lieberg laughed aloud, half drowning Mor-

ley's reply— " The Christian has always a

standard of morality, Lieberg."

The former, however, wished to pursue the

subject no more, for he was satisfied with the

advantages he had gained, and was well in-
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clined to leave the boundaries of vice and

virtue vague and undefined. He therefore

turned the matter off with a jest, and as their

breakfast concluded, demanded—" Well, Mor-

ley, what shall we do to-day ?"

" For my part," answered Morley, '* I shall

quit Paris this very day ; but I do not wish to

influence your conduct, Lieberg, as you may

have affairs to keep you here somewhat longer.

I wish to be away from the place, and will wait

for you anywhere that you like, till you rejoin

me."

Lieberg's eyes flashed with an angry expres-

sion for a moment, when Morley talked of leav-

ing the French capital so suddenly ; but the

latter part of his companion's speech cleared

his brow again, and he replied—" Nay, nay, L

will go with you. I have nothing to do here,

unless it were to take leave of some of the fair

girls we know ; but as you are in such haste,

we will do without even that. Doubtless, as

the poet says

—

' Fresh freres will cleir the bright blue eyes

We late left swimming o'er.'
''

All the arrangements were soon made, pass-

ports were signed, bills were paid, accounts
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were closed, horses were procured, and, ere

night, Morley Ernstein and his companion were

some miles on their way towards the banks of

the Rhine.

It was rather late in the year for the German

watering places, and about one half of the com-

pany which, during the summer, had thronged

the picturesque villages of Nassau and Baden

had taken its flight towards greater cities. A
number still remained, however, to linger out

the last fortnight of the season, and roulette and

rouge-et-noir, and certain select gambling par-

ties, went on with only the greater vigour from

the want of that excitement which the more ex-

tended society of the full season brought with it.

It is just at that time of year that the arrival of

strangers—especially if they come with some

little display of importance—creates the greatest

sensation, and it may be easily believed that the

two handsome English carriages, the servants

and the couriers which accompanied Morley and

his companion, made many a head protrude

itself from the windows, and many an idler

gather round the vehicles. The appearance of

those within them did not diminish the interest

felt, and some questions were asked of the

servants as to the names of the two gentlemen.
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which soon circulated amongst the inhabitants

of the place. The dinner at the table d'hote

passed off pleasantly ; Lieberg meeting with se-

veral persons whom he knew, and Morlej being

placed next to a most respectable looking old

German Baroness, with her white hair beauti-

fully arranged round her fair though wrinkled

face. Notwithstanding the melancholy which

still hung heavily upon Morley Ernstein, the

frank and lady-like manner of his fair neigh-

bour at the board, soon seduced him into con-

versation, which the society of the young and

the beautiful, perhaps, might have not been able

to effect.

In the evening, he strolled with Lieberg into

the great hall where the company had assem-

bled^ intending but to gaze for a moment at the

splendour which such a place generally displays,

and then to wander out into the walks round

about which had been cut with careful taste to

give every attraction to the little town. Very

different indeed was the scene presented from

that which he had often witnessed before in a

Parisian gaming-house. Roulette and rouge-et-

noir, were, it is true, going on in one part of the

vast hall, and card-tables were to be seen laid

out in another; but besides the parties occu-
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pied with such dangerous pursuits, there were

various gay and gUttering groups moving here

and there, or seated at various tables taking

different kinds of refreshment. A band was

playing in the open space before the manifold

windows of the building, the night was clear

and warm, for the time of year, and everything

that heart could do had been done to render

the scene splendid, and to banish thought by

forcibly engaging the mind with a whole host

of amusements.

Again Lieberg, as they moved onward,

met with many acquaintances—some of them

foreigners, some of them Englishmen. Indeed,

in every place, and amongst every nation, he

seemed to have friends, and he took care to in-

troduce his young companion to all the most

distinguished personages present ;
princes, and

counts, and barons without number, and more

than one noble lord whom Morley had often

heard of as men of high repute, but had never

met with before.

Not anxious for much society, Morley Ern-

stein, at length, disengaged himself from Lie-

berg, telling him that he was about to stroll

out through the walks ; but the moment after

he was stopped by a fine-looking elderly man,
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of a fresh and pleasing, though somewhat me-

lancholy countenance, who held out his hand

to him as an old acquaintance. After a mo-

ment's thought, Morley recollected the old

nobleman whom he had met with in London,

and to whom he had been introduced at the

house of Mr. Hamilton. Well pleased at what

he remembered of their conversation on those

occasions, he returned his greeting warmly,

and willingly sat down beside him for a few

moments in one of the windows.

" I hope you are not in search of health, Sir

Morley," said Lord Clayering. " You do not

look so well as when I met you in London."

" Oh, no !" answered Morley ;
" my health

is good ; but I am seeking what most people

seek, after they have found the uselessness of

seeking happiness—I mean amusement. But I

trust your lordship is not less fortunate in point

of health, though I am afraid, from your asking

me, that you yourself have been driven to these

baths by some of the unpleasant ills of the

flesh."

" Not exactly so," replied the old noble-

man, " though I always think that mineral

waters are medicines with which nature herself

furnishes us for almost all diseases, if we do
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but apply them rightly. It is now many years

ago since I myself received great benefit from

these waters. I had just suffered a deep and

terrible affliction which, through the mind, had

preyed upon my constitution, and no one ex-

pected that I should ever recover. I was then

a younger son, seeing life, as it is called, in the

Austrian service. I accordingly threw up my
commission, and was returning home to die in

England, little cared for by anybody, and, to

say the truth, caring little for anybody myself

—

except, indeed, one who has also been snatched

from me since, by the inexplicable decrees of

God. I paused, however, at this very place;

and though at that time I thought life a very

valueless possession, and was prepared, like

Cawdor, ' To throw away the dearest thing I

owed, as 'twere a careless trifle,' I remained

here for six weeks, and by so doing recovered

health and life."

" And have you never had to curse the

waters since ?" asked Morley, gloomily, ^* and

to wish that you had not tasted them ?''

*' No, my young friend," replied the old lord ;

" though I thought at that time, as you seem to

think now ;
yet I have since had to bless them

for affording me time to judge better of many
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things, and to learn submission to the will of

the Almighty—nay more, for having left me to

the enjo3aiient of many blessings, the calm sun-

shine of health and ease, and that degree of

freshness of heart—notwithstanding some bitter

sorrows and deep disappointments — which

enables me still to feel many endearing affec-

tions, partaking, perhaps, less of the eager

passions which are the portion of youth, but

more of the permanent convictions of experi-

ence. 1 can now love worth," he continued,

with a smile, " better than beauty, and seek in

the companion of my later hours the friend

rather than the mistress."

" I have been wrong, my lord," said Morley,

" and gave way to a bitterness of spirit which I

do not wish in general to indulge
"

At that moment Lieberg came up hastily,

and spoke to his young companion in a low

voice, saying—"Will you do me a favour, Mor-

ley ? I know you hate play of all kinds, but

I know also you do not care about"^ losing a

crown or two. The old Baroness Von L ,

next whom you sat at dinner, is very anxious

for a quotidian game of whist. She has pressed

me into the service, and there is the old Prince

of Naggerstein, but we cannot get a fourth, all
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we can do. Come, only sit down for one

rubber. I hate that dull drivelling game as

much as anybody, but I could not well refuse."

Morley rose and walked slowly to the table,

feeling that it was utterly impossible he could

take the slightest interest in any one of all

the gambler's pursuits. In his eyes, rouge-

et-noir was as stupid as whist, and whist as

stupid as draughts. Of all the games that were

ever invented, if he had been forced to choose

one, it would probably have been marbles. He

sat down to play, however : the old lady was

charmed with his politeness ; the Prince of Nag-

gerstein was courfesy itself. Morley soon found

that the stakes were enormously high, and that

the two old opponents of Lieberg and himself

were a couple of thorough-paced gamblers.

Lieberg seemed to discover the fact at the same

moment, and gave a warning look across the

table towards Morley. He himself played well

and carefully, but during the first rubber the

young Englishman could not bend his attention

sufficiently on the game, made several mis-

takes, and the two companions were losers of

a very considerable sum.

" For Heaven's sake, Morley, be careful 1"

said Lieberg. " You have lost me five hundred
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louis by not playing up to my lead. We
must have our revenge, however, for it is im-

possible to rise with such a loss as that. I un-

derstand the old lady's game now ; only be

careful, and we shall recover."

He spoke in English, which language the

other two did not understand, and Morley,

vexed with himself, continued at the table. He
did now pay attention—nay, more, he became

interested, eager. The dark bright eyes of Lie-

berg were fixed upon him sharply from the

other side of the table, and Morley fancied that

he read in them anxiety to see what he was

about to play. It was, on the contrary, onl}^ to

mark how far the gambling spirit of the place

was getting a hold upon his mind. The scheme

had been well arranged, and it was so far suc-

cessful, that Morley felt that dangerous degree

of excitement which he had never experienced

before, the first symptoms of the gi'owing disease

—of that fell and terrible disease, which, when

once it has taken full possession of any human

being, never leaves him till it has destroyed

him—the immedicable fever of the mind.

Once he raised his eyes from the table, and

saw Lord Clavering standing opposite to him

with a look of melancholy interest in his face.
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Morley averted his glance, and went on eagerly

with the game, the impetuosity of his nature

affecting him in this, as in all other pursuits,

and carrying him on with a vehemence which

he wished to restrain without being able. As

his mind was clear and rapid, and his memory

good, he played well now that he payed atten-

tion ; Lieberg also managed his game w^ith ad-

mirable skill, leading Morley on almost to the

ver}^ last w^ith the expectation of winning.

The end of the rubber was again approach-

ing ; Morley Ernstein had played, the Prince of

Naggerstein had just made a trick ; the result

of the whole depended upon Lieberg's next

card, and wdiile he paused, as if in thought,

Morley again lifted his eyes. Lord Clavering

was still there, but another figure now stood

beside him which made the young Englishman

turn, for a moment, as pale as death. The

next instant the blood rushed from his heart

into his face and temples, he saw and under-

stood nothing more of what had passed at the

card table, except that Lieberg had played, and

that the game was lost.

Rapidly paying what the other party had won,

Morley turned away, saying, in a determined

tone, that he would play no more. Lieberg
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marked tlie look, and said, in a low voice to

himself, " The time will come !" But the next

instant, following Morlej with his e^^es, he saw

him standing heside one of the most lovety

creatures he had ever beheld, with a degree of

agitation in the manner of both, which not even

all the crowd that was around them could re-

press. The lady was dressed in deep mourn-

ing, but Lieberg had no difficulty in recognising

the same fair being whom he had once seen

with Morley in the park, and with Lady Mal-

colm upon another occasion.

What were the sensations of Morley, as he

stood beside Juliet Carr, and, with a low

voice and beating heart, enquired into what

had passed since he left her ! Juliet was not

less agitated than himself. It was evident

that she was glad, not sorry to see him,

though melancholy mingled with her joy, and

she left the soft, fair, trembling hand in his as

long as he thought fit to detain it. She told

him that the cause of the mourning which he

beheld was the death of her father, and those

tidings, it must be owned, produced but one

sensation in Morley's heart. He had respect

for Juliet's grief, however, and for a moment or

VOL. III. G



122 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

two bent down his eyes for fear glad hopes

should sparkle up in them, and jar with her

natural sorrow. In the brief pause that took

place, Lord Clavering, who had stood by with

Juliet's arm resting in his, watching with no

slight mterest, apparently, the agitation of his

fair companion and her lover, disengaged him-

self from her, saying—" 1 will see if the carriage

is there, Juliet. Sir Morley, w^ill you take care

of this lady till I return ; I will not be long."

" Oh, Morley," said Juliet, the moment he

was gone, " I have one great favour to ask of

you—a favour that will make me as happy as

anything can
!"

" Name it Juliet," replied Morley ; " are you

not sure that, to make you happy I would

sacrifice life itself?

'

" Never sit down again to a table like that,

Morley," said Juliet. " You know not the

agony of watching one that we love with a

countenance full of passions which only the dark

spirits of this place can impart. Promise me,

Morle}^—y)romise me, if you have ever loved

me. You cannot tell what I have suffered

within the last five minutes."

"I do promise you, Juliet," replied Morley;

" but you know not what I have suffered
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during many weeks. I told you, Juliet, that I

could not answer for what occupations I might

seek, in order to cast off the misery which your

loss inflicted on me."

" That which is wrong," replied Juliet, " de-

pend upon it can but add gall to the well of

bitterness. Oh, Morley, for my sake—for

Juliet's sake—strive for better consolations. To

know that you are happy, were the only happi-

ness that I could now possess ; and I am sure

that such a heart as yours can never find any-

thing but wretchedness in vice.*'

" I will trust," said Morley, " that the state

of despair which might well drive me to any

source of relief is to last no longer. Where are

you to be found, Juliet ? I will come early to-

morrow; and you must then give me up at

least an hour—to myself and b}^ myself, Juliet."

She shook her head mournfully, but replied

at once—" We are at the place called the

Towers. Come if you like, but it is all in vain.

I would fain be with you often, Morley—

I

would fain be with you always, to advise—to

counsel, to soothe you; but it must be as a

sister. I can never be more."

" This must be explained," answered Morley

;

but at that moment Lord Claveiing again ap-

g2
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peared, saying—"The carriage is here;" and at

the same time offering his hand to Juliet to

lead her from the hall.

Morle^^, however, would not give up his post

till the last minute, and he himself conducted

Juliet to the side of the carriage. He waited

with a heavy heart and frowning brow, till the

old nobleman, taking his seat by Juliet in the

vehicle, ordered the coachman to drive to

"The Towers." Then, after pausing moodily

for a moment or two before the door of the

building, he looked up into the sky, and, with

a deep and long-drawn sigh, turned into the

paths that wound away, througii the woods, up

towards the summit of the hills.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Night and meditation were friendly to Morlej's

spirit; he wandered on, rising higher and

higher as he advanced, over the busy world

of emptiness, of folly and vice that he had just

left in the great hall. The fresh breeze of the

mountain played around his head, and quieted

the feverish throbbing of his temples. He
looked up to the Heavens, and saw star beyond

star, till the deep blue sky seemed, to his in-

tense gaze, to grow white with the multitude of

brilliant orbs that shone forth from the very

bottom of the depth. Was it possible that

he could see that infinite immense of worlds

without thinking of God, without wondering at

the mightiness of his power, without asking

himself if his goodness or his strength could
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ever fail, and without deriving thence po\Yers of

endurance— ay, and powers of resi^tance, too

—

which no other philosophy could have afforded ?

The very sight of Juliet Carr, too—the very

words that she had uttered, though their import

was sad, and though not a ray of hope could be

elicited from anything that she had said, woke

the better spirit in the bosom of her lover, and

led his thoughts on to higher and to holier

things than those to which the earthly spirit

would have prompted him.

He wandered on, thinking of endurance : for

the first time since the bitter disappointment

that he had met with, the heavenly spirit in

his bosom seemed to have free sway, to clear

away, as in days of yore, the mists and shadows

of earth from his eyes, to unveil the skeleton

face of earth's ordinary pleasures, and to show

him the rankling corruption of even the fairest

forms of vice.

" I will endure," he thought, " firmly,

strongly, resolutely. I will endure with resigna-

tion, with submission, with the courage of a

man, with the humility of a Christian. JuUet

shall not grieve to see me plunge into those

things which my own heart condemns. I will

learn, once for all, whether there be any real
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and substantial obstacle between us ; and if my
life must be passed in sorrow and regret, I will

not add remorse also to the burden.''

He had now climbed high up the side of the

hill, with nothing but the stars above him, and

turning his eyes from them down upon the town

below, he beheld the place where he had so

lately sat, with the lights glittering from the

manifold windows, and the music sighing faintly

up to his distant ear. The sight and the sounds

only filled him with disgust ; and it was with

regret that, after remaining for some time longer

upon the hill, he took his way back again to the

busy haunts of men.

On arriving at the inn, and entering the

rooms which had been assigned to himself and

liieberg, he found considerable confusion and

disarray. The cause was soon explained to him,

for the moment after he appeared, his com-

panion issued forth from the left-hand room,

saying, with an eager look—"What say you,

Morley, to a journey by night? I have just

received intelligence which obliges me to set

off for Munich immediately—every hour is of

consequence. Will you come ?"

Morley thought of Juliet Carr, and replied,

that he was sorry that he could not go—that it

was impossible. Lieberg pressed him much,
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and seemed mortified that he would not con-

sent; but his friend explained to him that he

had made an engagement for the following

morning which he could not break ; and it was

at length arranged that they should meet at

Augsburg or Munich, Morley adding, with a

faint light from hope still shining in his bosom
—" If nothing should occur on either part to

prevent it."

In less than half an hour the wheels of Lie-

berg's carriage rolled away, and Morley, finding

that it was hopeless to attempt to sleep, sat up

and read for some hours. How few books

are there, amongst all the many that come

froQi the hand of man, on which the mind can

rest when the heart is sad ! How often

is even the very best of human productions

taken up and laid down, looked at and cast

away, as the sad thoughts wander round the

one painful subject to which they are fixed,

like an animal tethered in a field to one par-

ticular point, which he may turn round and

round in every direction, but from which he

can never break away. Many a book will

amuse the couch of pain, will draw away the

mind from corporeal uneasiness, but the anguish

of the heart has a property in our thoughts that

cannot be dissolved ; and if any work can call
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US from that anguish, even for a moment, its

chief characteristic must be goodness. Wit, and

fancy, and imagination jar sadly with the tones

of sorrow, but high and pure philosophies come

as a balm to the wounds of the spirit.

It was over some of the smaller poems of

Milton that Morley paused; and though he

could not go on very connectedly, yet there

was a depth and a freshness in the whole as

invigorating as the waters of a clear, cool

river to the limbs of one who has wandered

far through a hot day. His spirit seemed to

plunge into that well of pure poetry, and rose

up refreshed.

At length he retired to rest, and though he

slept not for some hours, yet his thoughts were

calm. He determined that he would go early

on the following morning to see Juliet Carr

— that he would not wait for any formal

time of visiting, although he saw that she

was travelling with a party consisting of per-

sons whom he beUeved to be nearly strangers

to him ; and he lay and revolved all that he

would say and all that he w^ould do, with the

usual vain calculation of man, who never till

the end of life learns to know that the very

next minute is not his own. Thus passed the

g3
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first four hours of the night, and then came a

short period of repose, broken with thought

running into dreams, and then came deep and

profound slumber.

It seldom, if ever, happens that we can obtain

sleep when we most require it, but the unbidden

guest visits us at the times when we wish him

most away. Morlej Ernstein slept longer than he

intended, but, nevertheless, it was not late when

he woke ; his watch pointed to a quarter to eight,

and, starting up, he rang eagerly for his servant,

intending to proceed upon his errand at about

half-past nine. There was a note in the hands

of old Adam Gray as he entered, and, as may be

easily imagined, it was with some emotion that

Morley opened it when he saw the hand writing

of Juliet Carr; but that emotion was greatly

increased when he read the contents.

a We gQ early," she said ; " and though I will

never refuse to see you whenyou think fit to come,

I am inclined to believe that it would be better

you should not come to-day at all. I could say

nothing, Morley, to console you. All that I

could tell you would, perhaps, but make you

the more unhappy. For me the dream of life is

over, and I feel from what passed last night,

that it agitates us both too much at present to

Ineet frequently. I will not say * too much for
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me,' because I resign myself entirely to my fate

—it is fixed and determined—I hope nothing, I

fear nothing, I expect nothing. There is only

one thing that I pray for in this hfe, to know

that you are happy, and never, by any chance,

to have cause to think otherwise of you than I

have always hitherto done. Such is my fate,

Morley, and such nmst be the fate of every

woman situated as I am ; but with a man it is

very different. Suffer the memory of these

days to fade away—I do not say forget me, for

that I think you will never do ; but remember

me only as one that is dead. Form other

ties, open your heart to other attachments, and

believe me, that I shall experience the only

consolation that I can receive in knowing that

your affection for me, and the bitter disappoint-

ment that we have both undergone, has not

permanently affected the happiness, or in any

degree changed the nature of the man I love."

" When did this come ?" exclaimed Morley,

in a tone that made the old man start.

"About an hour ago, sir," replied Adam
Gray. " I knocked at your door, but you were

sound asleep."

Morley cast down the paper, dressed himself

as rapidly as possible, and hurried out.
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There were two or three people loungmg quietly

at the door of the inn called " The Towers,"

without any one of those signs and appearances

wliich indicate to the eye of the experienced

traveller that a departure is about to lake place.

There were no boxes in the passage, nor leather

cases, nor cloaks and shawls, nor portfolios and

drawing-books, the stray volume of a new ro-

mance, nor the couriers' innumerable straps and

buckles. There were two or three men with

whiskers, and one with mustachioes, and each

bearing about him that indescribable some-

thing which points out the traveUing servant

;

but they were all in a state of calm tranquil-

lity ; and Morley, by the whole aspect of the

place, became convinced he was not, as he had

feared, too late. He went into the house, then,

and enquired of a person whom he met, and

whom, from certain signs and symptoms, albeit

as unlike an English innkeeper as possible, he

took to be the master of the hotel, where he

should find Miss Carr?

The man stared, and then replied, that there

•was no such person there. Morley next asked

for Lord Clavering,' which name immediately

brought up a look of intelligence in the inn-

keeper's countenance; but the answer that
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instantly followed, at once damped the young

Englishman's hopes.

'• Ob, they are gone—they are gone !" re-

plied the man. " They have been gone three

quarters of an hour."

" Who do you mean by they ?" demanded

Morley.

"Why, the old my lord, and the lady, and

the beautiful young lad}^, and all—maids and

servants and couriers, and all," answered the

host.

" Are you sure they are the persons 1 mean ?"

said Morley, with the last faint hope struggling

up.

" I will shew you their names in the book,"

rejoined the innkeeper ; and, taking him into a

small room at the side of the passage, he opened

a huge book before him, and pointed to a long

string of names, half way down the page.

Morley read, but he soon saw enough, for

there stood the words—" Lord Clavering, Lady

Malcolm, Juliet Carr." He turned away in

silence, with his heart full of bitter thoughts,

and, taking his way back to the inn, he gave

but one order—" Let everything be prepared

for departure."

" Do you know, sir," said Adam Gray, after
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hesitating for a moment or two—" do you

know, sir, that Miss JuUet is here ? I saw her

maid this morning, in the street, and I did fancy

that note came from her
"

Morley waved his hand impatiently, and the

old man stopped. " She is gone," replied

Morley*Ernstein ; " do as I told you, Adam."

" Will you not take breakfast, sir?" de-

manded the old servant, with a wistful look in

his master's face.

" No, no !" answered Morley, impatiently

;

and Adam Gray quitted the room. He paused

musing at the door, however, laying his finger

upon his bald forehead, and muttering to him-

self—

" If I was sure it was she who is making

him miserable—I would—that I would ! But

she never seemed to have any pride in her.

What right had she, indeed ? But I can't think

it's her doing ; she was always a good, kind

young lady, as ever lived, and I am sure I

thought she was fond enough of Master Morley,

as well she might be. She wont find such

another match in a hurry. But I'll watch, and

see ; she may be playing the fool after all, for

there's no knowing about women—they are so

devihsh uncertain."
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With this moral reflection old Adam Gray

concluded his soliloquy, and went to give the

orders with which his master had entrusted him,

in regard to preparing for departure. Ere noon

all was ready, and Morley, alone in his carriage,

with his arms folded on his chest, his brow bent,

and his hat pressed over his forehead, drove

out of the little town, while many a foreign idler

of the baths stood gazing at him, sneering at

the gloomy aspect that they did not compre-

hend, and pointing him out as the true per-

sonification of English spleen.

Buried in the depth of his own thoughts,

Morley cared little what comments were made

upon his appearance. The brief glimpse he had

had of Juliet Can% the momentary revival of

hope, had but plunged him into deeper gloom

now that it was gone, and for a time all the

better feelings which reflection had produced

passed away, and left him as bitter in spirit as

ever. There was one strong, predominant deter-

mination, however, in his mind, which was, to

seek another meeting with Juliet wherever she

had gone ; to induce her to give him reasons for

her conduct; to make her speak plainly why

she debarred him and herself of hope, why, if

she loved him, as she did not deny that she did,
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she made him miserable now that her father's

death had removed his opposition to their

union.

Such were the feeUngs with which he went ou

through the wild valleys and deep ravines that

led him back to the banks of the Rhine.

This is not the journal of a tourist, reader ! but

still I must pause, to say a word or two upon

the scenes through which Morley Ernstein now

passed, because those scenes were not without

eifect upon his mind. At first the impression

was imperceptible, but gradually it became more

and more strong, operating like some fine restora-

tive balm, and producing a slow but salutary

effect, as he journeyed on. It is not through

the ear alone, nor by the written words ad-

dressed to the eye, neither by the tale, nor the

fable, nor the moral, that man's heart may

receive instruction, if he will but take it. There

is not—I say again—there is not a sight, there

is not a sound, from the flower in the valley to

the cloud-covered peak of the mountain—from

the song of the lark to the thunder of the storm,

which does not speak to the heart of man sweet

counsel, and wisdom without end ; sinking

softly, calmly, almost imperceptibly, into the

mind.



MORLEY EIINSTEIN. 137

The mere aspect of nature's ever-varying

face must, if we will let it, tranquillize the

passions, harmonize all the jarring affections

of our nature, and with a solemn, and a sooth-

ing voice, proclaim to us the love, and the

wisdom of Him—

" Who shapes our fate, rough-hew it how we will/

Such also was the effect upon Morley Ernstein,

as he journeyed onward, though it was produced

very slowly. When he first raised his eyes, the

mouth of the valley through which his course had

been directed was just opening out upon the

Rhine. High on either side rose grey ruins, pin-

nacled upon the ancient mountain-tops, all that

remained of the feudal domination of the past

;

dark, and solemn, and sad, each itself a legend,

appealing more strongly to the imagination

than any of those with which tradition had

ornamented the walls. Fancy might there

range at liberty, might people the deserted halls

with life, might see fair faces gazing from the

casementless windows, might cover the winding

roads with the bands of horsemen, and might

see the plundered merchants, or the train of cap-

tives, borne up to the hold of the lordly robbers

who reigned in the towers above. The ruined
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church called fancy to other creations—the

bridal song, and gay procession, the joyful birth

of the young heir, the dark funeral of the de-

parted lord, and all the manifold acts to which

the ceremonies of religion lend their aid.

It is true, the imagination of Morley Ernstein,

occupied with one sad subject, was not disposed

to tear his mind away from the present; but,

still, as the eye rested upon this object or upon

that, his thoughts would stray for a moment to

the scenes of the dim past ; or, leaving his own

fate for an instant, would find a temporary occu-

pation in that of others. The merry vintage

was going on ; and on every bank, and on every

hill, thousands and thousands of the peasantry,

rejoicing in the reward of honest industry,

poured forth their songs as he passed by.

While he gazed around, perhaps, he pictured to

himself the retiJrn home of the labourers he

saw, the embrace of affection, the soft domestic

love, and all the household joys that were never

to be his ; but still he was not so selfish that he

could not bless God for the happiness of others,

though he himself could not partake of it. The

better spirit, reader, gained the ascendancy,

and in deep and pensive thought, calm though

sad, he went upon his way.
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All those who have travelled along the banks

of the Ehine—and few there are who have not

done so, now-a-days—know well, that though,

perhaps, the Rhone presents more picturesque

beauties, there is scarcely any spot on earth

where, to loveliness of scenery, are joined so

many thrilling memories, and such a wide ex-

tent of associations. Well might it be called

the Storied Rhine ; for there is not one step

along its banks which has not its history ; and

from the ages of the Roman domination, down

to the " Now," when the stranger stands beside

it, there is scarcely a year in the wide course

of time, which has not marked the Rhine

by some great event. He, indeed, must have

become dead to life, or never have been alive to

half the wonderful things that life presents, who

can wander by the side of that mighty river,

without giving himself up to dreams of the

past—ay, and perchance of the future.

Morley Ernstein was neither ; and though the

tone of his own feelings, of course, gave a colour-

ing to all his thoughts, yet his meditations on

the things around him soon became deep and

long, and in those meditations he himself found

relief.

Thus passed the next four days, but, as he
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went from inn to inn, he perseveringly strove

to trace the road that JaUet Carr had taken.

Once only, however, he met wdth the name of

Lord Clavering, with the words, " and party,"

attached to it; and he knew not why, but a

painful feeling that Juliet Carr should be in-

cluded in the party of another passed across his

mind. He strove to banish it instantly ; he

asked himself, with a sort of scornful smile, if

he were jealous of Lord Clavering ; but still the

idea continued painful; and now, convinced

that Juliet had taken the same road which he

was following, he simply pointed out the name

of the party to his courier, and directed him to

search for it in the inn-books, and let him know

w^hen he found it again.
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CHAPTER IX.

When the fall of Napoleon Buonaparte had

opened the gates of Europe to the little body

of islanders who had been knocking at them for

so many years in vain, the first that rushed in to

see all the wonders of the great continental fair,

were, of course, the great and the wealthy,

having every means at hand to satisfy to the full

the expectant innkeepers and postilions, who

were well prepared to make the purses of our

good countrymen pay for the sights which had

been so long forbidden. But in the rear of

these, only by a very short distance, came a

number of very respectable people of an in-

ferior class, who were firmly resolved to have

their holiday also, and that it should be spent

on the Continent. The means of locomotion.
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indeed, were not so plentiful then as now ; no

steam-boats bridged over the Straits of Dover

;

no radroads saved one the trouble of seeing

anything in Europe without depriving one of

the pleasant consciousness of making a tour.

People set out actually to travel in those times

;

and many a worthy citizen of London contem-

plated the journey to Paris with as much wild

excitement, and strong sense of personal en-

terprise and merit in braving danger, as did Le

Vaillant, or Bruce, or Cook, or any other tra-

veller of past days.

To facilitate them in their undertaking,

however, there was established, at a house on

the eastern side of the Haymarket, what may

be called a depot of voituriers, where a man

was almost always to be found or heard of,

ready, for a specified sum, to carry any lady,

o-entleman, or child, who might be locomotively

disposed, from one part of Europe to another.

In truth, the manner of travelling was not

at all an unpleasant one, and being then in

its first freshness, fewer tricks were played upon

the traveller, more conveniences provided for

him, and the rogues and vagabonds with which

Europe is superabundantly supplied, had not

then fully discovered that the trade of voituiner
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was one which afforded them great facilities for

the exercise of their talent.

It was one da}^ then, in the month of Sep-

tember, a short time after various events had

taken place, which have been related in this

true history, that a Swiss voiturier, read}^, for

any man's money, to go to any part of the

civilized world, was standing in the shop in

question, having left his horses and carriage in

the good town of Calais and come over to

England, for the express purpose of seeing what

the English could be about, that nobody had

hired him up to that late period of the year.

The master of the house expressed himself not

a little grieved that such was the case, but

assured him that he had not had one single ap-

plication, and was in the very act of counselling

him to go back to Switzerland empty, when a

tall, powerful, and good-looking man, dressed in

black, and with a very pretty and lady-like

young woman leaning upon his arm, entered

the shop, and made some enquiries, which in-

stantly caused the Swiss to raise his ears, and

listen with great attention.

His knowledge of the English language was

certainly very limited, but at the same time he

understood the meaning ofthe word carriage, and
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was well aware that the word Naples, though

somewhat difFferent from the Italian name of

the place, was applied by us Englishmen to the

City of the Syren. He soon found, then, that

the gentleman was bargaining to be carried,

lodged, and boarded by the way, from the town

of Calais to that of Naples. He, moreover,

understood that two ladies and a child were to

be of the party, so that four places, out of the

six which his vehicle afforded, might be speedily

secured. He perceived, likewise, that the gen-

tleman made his bargain shrewdly and strictl}'^

—

in fact, as a man accustomed to deal with a

world which has rogues in it ; and as he thought

he saw an inclination on the part of the master

of the shop to risk losing a customer by de-

manding too much, he hastened to join in to

the best of his abilities, and make his bargain

for himself. His next discover}'' was, that the

gentleman in black could not speak a word of

any language but his own ; and that the lady

who was with him could only converse in French

of a certain sort ; but after about three-quarters

of an hour's discussion, the whole matter was

arranged satisfactoril}^, and the Swiss set off

again for Calais, to prepare for a journey to

Naples, to which city he was to convey the
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party of travellers, upon terms set down in a

written agreement.

When all had been settled, the two future tra-

vellers took their way through the streets of

London to one of the small houses, which,

placed in the neighbourhood of the more fashion-

able parts of the town, afford to the younger and

poorer branches of distinguished families many

a convenient residence at no great expense.

*• No. 15, did you not say, Jane?" said the

gentleman, addressing the lady on his arm. '• It

seems a wonderfully nice house ; I wonder how

that is kept up."

Knocking as he spoke, he asked the servant

who appeared—a man in mourning livery— if

Miss Barham were at home. But even while

he was putting the question, the door of what

seemed a dining-room opened, and a distin-

guished looking elderly man, apparently not in

the best health, came out, saying, to some per-

sons within—" Well, gentlemen, all I can say is,

that he shall hear the whole particulars. You

have dealt candidly with me, in shewing me the

deeds, and, without giving an opinion on the

case, I will promise 3'^ou to communicate the

whole facts fairly."

VOL. III. H
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As he came forth the door was closed, and

the servant who was in the passage drew back to

give him egress.

" That is Mr. HamiUon, the famous banker,"

observed the gentleman in black, in a whisper,

to his fair companion—" a very good man, they

say."

At the same moment the servant replied, that

Miss Barham was at home, and ushered the

two up to the drawing-room, while a great deal

of loud talking, with evident haste and eager-

ness, was heard from the chamber which they

passed on the right.

" What name shall I give, sir?" demanded

the servant at the drawing-room door.

" Martin," replied the stranger ; and the

moment after Mr. and Mrs. Martin were an-

nounced, in a loud tone.

In an elegant, though somewhat small draw-

ing-room, with everything which could contri-

bute to comfort and convenience around her,

sat Helen Barham, not less beautiful than ever,

though with a deep shade of melancholy hang-

ing upon her flir brow, and a colour, almost too

delicately lovely, in her cheek. She raised her

eyes as the man threw open the door, and

then started up with a look almost of alarm,



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 147

paused, and hesitated till the servant was

gone, and then, with one of her radiant

smiles, chasing away the cloud, like the sun at

noon, she pointed to a chair, saying—" I am
glad to see you—pray sit down. I know not

what startled me, but the name brought back

painful memories."

" I do not wonder at it, ma'am," answered

Harry Martin—" though, after all, I think, if I

were you, it would bring up the proudest and

happiest memories that could come into my
heart. Memories of having done. Miss Barham,

what there are not two people in all Europe

would do— ay, not only of having saved a

fellow-creature from death, but of having saved

him from perhaps worse destruction. I have

come to thank you, ma'am—and my poor wife,

too ; and the first name we shall teach our baby

to pray for is yours—isn't it, Jane ?"

Jane Martin went round the table, and drop-

ping upon her knees beside Helen Barham,

kissed her hand, and bathed it with tears.

" Oh, no, no 1" cried Helen, trying to raise

her. " Pray do not do so I—you agitate—you

distress me. I did but keep the promise I had

made."

" Ay, ma'am, and nobly," replied Harry

H 2
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Martin ; " give me those that do keep their

word in this world of promise-breakers. But

Jane has got something to tell yon, she will say

it better than I can, for such words are so new

in my mouth that they come rather awkwardly."

Helen turned an enquiring look towards

Jane Martin, who had now risen, and was

standing by her side, wiping away the tears

that the sweet feelings of gratitude had drawn

forth. " He means me to tell you, madam,"

said the latter, " something that I am sure, if I

judge 3^ou rightly, will repay you for all you

did, and all you suffered on that terrible day at

York. He has determined, madam, more out

of gratitude to you and one other, who has be-

friended us, too, in our time of need, to change

his way of life altogether. We are going to a

far country, ma'am, as far from England as we

can get, without going out of Europe ; I mean

to Naples, where I had once an uncle, who is,

I believe, living still. There we may do honestly

and industriously, and, if possible, in time, will

pay back everything that is not rightly ours."

" Oh, do so !—do so !" cried Helen, gladly
;

" the blessing which that very thought will give

you, will be worth any other kind of happiness."

" I begin to think so too, Miss Barham," re-
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plied Harry Martin; "and one thing more I

will say, which is, that I know what will make

me the happiest man alive."

" What is that ?" said Helen ;
" I am sure if

it be possible for me to help you I will. I can-

not forget that, besides sparing my life when

many other people would have taken it, you

aided to deliver my brother from the power of

those who would have most basely used the

means of injuring him which they possessed.

Tell me what it is ; I am far more capable of

doing something to show my gratitude now,

than I have ever been before, and if money "

" No, no
!'

' exclaimed Harry Martin, " it is

not money that I want. Miss Barham ! All I

wish for is an opportunity of serving you. But

do you know, Miss Barham," he added, after a

moment's pause, "I am almost sorry to hear

you have money to spare."

" Why so ?" said Helen, in some surprise.

" Why, I don't know well how to tell you

what I mean," replied Harry Martin ;
" l)ut it's

this, you see. Miss Barham : from what I know,

I don't see how you or your brother can have

much money to spare, if he gets it in a way

that may not some time or another bring you

into a worse scrape than the last."
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Helen Barhani's habit of blushing had not

been lost, even in all the painful scenes she had

lately gone through, and the blood came warm

into her cheek at the man's words, though she

knew that thej were not intended to offend or

pain her. There was something in them, how-

ever, which caused her mind instantly to refer to

her late position— to the position of danger and

temptation in which she had been placed when

first she was presented to the reader's eyes—and

the very thought made the true modesty of her

young and candid heart shrink as if from con-

tamination.

" You are mistaken, in this instance," she

said, mildly ;
" a great change has taken place

in our situation. I cannot tell you all the par-

ticulars, for I do not know them ; and, indeed, I

believe on some account I have been purposely

kept in the dark—but it has been discovered

that a large property rightly belonging to my
brother has been kept from him. It was old

Mr. Carr who first told me of the facts ; since

then, the matter has been referred to several

London lawyers, who are so perfectly convinced

the property cannot be withheld any longer,

that the solicitor is quite willing to advance my
brother any money that he needs—more so.
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indeed, than I could wish—for William is yet

too young to use it rightly."

" He'll never be old enough," replied Harry

Martin ; " but, however, whatever is for your

good is a blessing; and, I trust, notwithstanding,

though God may give you, young lady, the

fortune you well deserve, I shall some day be

able to show you my gratitude. I wont ask to

see your brother. Miss Barham, for the meeting

would not be very pleasant to him or to me, but

I can tell him one thing, if he would have

health or happiness either, he must live a very

different life from that which he was following

when I knew him. Why, we ourselves, who

did not stick at a trifle, as you may well sup-

pose, used to get sick of his way of going on."

Helen Barham cast down her eyes, and for a

moment or two made no reply. It was painful

enough for her to think that her brother should

ever have been the companion of the man who

stood before her ; but to hear that even the

profligate, the lawless, and the reckless, were

outdone by the son of her own mother, was

terrible indeed. Her silence, however, arose

from other sensations, likewise produced in her

bosom by the words of Harry Martin. The

stores of the past, the things that have been

—
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ajj and the things that are—are often garnered

up in our hearts Hke the inflammable substances

of a magazine, apparently cold and lifeless, but re-

quiring only a spark to blaze forth. That spark is

frequently a mere accidental word; a look, a tone

will sometimes communicate the flame. There

had been a deep anxiety preying upon Helen

Barham for some weeks, a new anxiety, a fresh

grief, which mingled with all the other painful

feelings in her bosom, and produced a sort of

dread, which cast an additional gloom over

every prospect. She had remarked in her

brother a bright red spot in the pale cheek,

increasing towards nightfall, an eye full of un-

natural lustre, a hurried and fluttering re-

spiration, a slight but frequent cough—all of

which she had seen once before in another, a

few months previous to the time when the turf

was laid upon her mother's head. She had

questioned him eagerly and often ; she had en-

deavoured to prevent him from committing ex-

cess in various ways, but he had always insisted

that he was quite well, and any attempt to re-

strain his inclinations seemed but to irritate

him, and to drive him to wild extremes. Lately

she had tried hard, and successfully, to shut out

his state of health from her mind: she had kept
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the truth at a distance ; but the words of Harry

Martin not only opened her eyes, and shovred

her that her brother was hurrying on towards

deaths but that it was his own deed.

" I fear," she said, in reply—" I fear that his

health has suffered very much ! Indeed, he is

anything but well; and I trust, when all this

business is settled, to induce him to try a

better climate."

" Induce him, Miss Barham," said Harry

Martin—" induce him "

He was going to add—" to try a better life,"

but he gazed in the fair face of Helen Barham,

saw the deep melancholy that overspread it, and

felt afraid that he might add one drop more of

bitter to the lot of her, who, born with every

endowment of person and mind which the pro-

digal hand of nature could bestow upon a

favourite child, had been placed in circum-

stances where beauty was peril, where excel-

lence was trial, and where tenderness was an-

guish. He would not add another word, but

paused in the midst of what he was saying, and

then turned abruptly to his wife, exclaiming—

*' Come, Jane, let us go, we are only keeping

Miss Barham. God bless you, madam, and

protect you, May you find kind friends wher-

n3
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ever you go, and may every one be as honest to

you as you have been to me. God bless you, I

say, and make you happy, and give me some

opportunity of helping you when you need it."

Thus speaking, he turned away and left the

room, followed by his wife ; and Helen, bidding

them adieu, resumed her occupations.

They had not been long gone, however, when

her brother came in, with his face flushed and

excited, and a look of triumph in his coun-

tenance. " I have him," he said—" I'll do for

him, Helen ! We have got hold of the only

admission that was wanting. I'll make a beggar

of him before I have done with him !"

" I hope not, William," answered Helen, re-

proachfully. " I hope you will make a beggar

of no one upon the earth. You, of all people,

William, ought to know how terrible a thing it

is to be a beggar. But who is it you are talking

of?"

" Ay ! that I sha'n't tell you, Helen," replied

William Barham, with a laugh. " I know you'd

be for interfering, and that wouldn't do. The

business is my own, and I'll manage it myself.

You shall know nothing about it till it's all

done ; and who can tell if the matter may not

be more for your advantage than you think."
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" Well, William," rejoined Helen, with a sigh,

" as I said to you yesterday, if you do not tell

me more, tell me nothing. But listen to what I

have to say to you. The man, Harry Martin, who

was tried at York, has been here to thank me.

You know very well that he took, and destroyed,

those papers which were so dangerous to you.

Now, I think, as you say you have money to

spare, you ought to send him some imme-

diately."

" Not I," cried William Barham, though his

face for a moment had become very pale. "You

say he destroyed the papers. He can't do any-

thing against me, then—I shall send him no

money. You were a fool for not letting him be

hanged," and he turned sullenly from her, and

left the room.

Helen Barham leaned her head upon her

hand, pressed her handkerchief upon her eyes,

and wept bitterly.
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CHAPTER X.

The night was dark and tempestuous, the rain

beat violently against the windows of the car-

riage, the wind blew so vehemently as to shake

it upon the springs, and the hollow moanings

of the gale, as it swept down the valley of

Treisam, sounded like the screams of souls in

torture. Once or twice, but once or twice only,

the features of the scene around were displayed

for an instant by a sudden flash of lightning, and

rock, and chasm, and rushing stream, swelled

into a torrent by the deluge that was pouring

down, started out from the darkness and in-

stantly disappeared again. The effect was fine,

but awful ; and for the sake of postilions and

servants, Morley Ernstcin would have willingly

turned back, but that the storm did not com-
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mence till Freiburg was left far behind, and

had not reached its height till the carriage was

nearly half way through the pass, known by

the gloomy name of the Valley of Hell. To go

on, then, was a matter of necessity, and Morley

contented himself with caHing old Adam Gray

into the inside of the carriage, to shelter his

white hair from the storm of night. The journey,

indeed, was not without danger, for the pit

of Acheron was certainly never darker than

the HoUen-Thal, in the intervals of the light-

ning; and the windings of the road, amongst

rocks and streams, arc conducted with a greater

regard to brevity than to the traveller's neck.

" It is a dreadful night, indeed, sir," said good

old Adam Gray, with a shudder, " and it seems

to be a terribly wild country. Why, the car-

riage can scarcely get on, and I believe will be

broken in pieces before we get to the end of

the stage."

" Oh, no !" rephed Morley ;
" it is too well

built for that, Adam ; and the darkness makes

you think every jolt worse than it is. Through

this very valley General Moreau made his

famous retreat, bringing with him his baggage

and artillery, so it is impossible that it can be

so very bad."
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" It's bad enough, sir, any way !" exclaimed

Adam Gray, as the carriage passed over an

immense stone, producing a jolt that nearly

knocked the heads of the travellers against the

top of the vehicle. " I would almost sooner be

a cannon than a Christian to go through here

—

at least in this dark night
!"

" I certainly should have waited till to-

morrow," replied Morley, " if I had known we

should have such a storm, but now it is not to

be helped, and the stage, I believe, is not a

very lang one. We must sleep where we can

for to-night, as there is no use of attempting to

go on to Schaffhausen."

The way, however, seemed to Adam Gray

interminably long, for the German drivers, with

very proper caution, proceeded at a rate cer-

tainly somewhat slower than that with which

an English broad-wheeled waggon wends its

way along the drawing-room roads of our

own favoured land. At the end of about an

hour the storm decreased, the sharp gusts of

wind ceased almost entirely, the lightning no

longer illuminated the valley from time to time

with its fierce glare, and the rain itself subsided

into a thin and drizzling mist, through which

the lamps of the carriage poured a red and con-
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fused light, occasionally catching upon some

wild rock, or bringing forth from the darkness

the large boll of some old tree, but generally

showing nothing but the dim expanse of vapour

which wrapped the harsh features of the valley

in a foggy shroud.

How long they had thus gone on through

that tempestuous night, Morley Ernstein did

not know, but he judged by guess that the

next post house could not be far off, when

the sound of what seemed a distant call met

his ear, and, turning to old Adam Gray, he said

—" Well, Adam, your rough journey will soon

be over ; we must be coming near Steig, for I

hear voices, and some persons shouting."

" Perhaps some one has got hurt in this

tenible night," replied Adam Gray. " God send

us well out of this horrid place !"

Morley Ernstein listened eagerly, for the old

man's words brought suddenly into his mind

the very probable case of some accident having

happened in such a storm and such a scene

;

and, letting down the window, he put his head

out, gazing round to see if he could descry any-

thing, but in vain.

A moment or two after, however, a loud

shout from the right, and at no great dis-
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tance, showed that the lamps of the carriage,

though of no great service either to the tra-

vellers or the postilions attached to it^ had

sent their glare far enough into the gloom of

the valley to reach the eyes of some person

in distress. The shout was repeated again

and again, and Morley thought that he dis-

tinguished an English tone and English words,

though let it be remembered that such sounds

may very well be heard in Germany, without

the speakers being Englishmen or knowing one

syllable of our native tongue. This Morley

recollected, but, nevertheless, he was just as

anxious to give assistance as if he had been

quite sure that the persons calling for aid were

his fellow-countrymen.

The postilions, although they must have heard

the cry fully as well as those within the carriage,

did not seem in the slightest degree disposed to

stop, but went on with the same indifferent jog-

trot, which probably they would have continued

if the father of each of them had been drown-

ing in the stream below. Three times did

Morley himself call to them before they con-

descended to pay any attention. They at

length brought up, however, and quietly asked

what was the matter. Without waitincc to in-
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form them, but bidding the servants get down

to aid him, Morley sprang out of the vehicle,

drew one of the lanterns with his own hands

from the socket, and called aloud, in very good

German, to ascertain where were the personages

wdio had been so vociferously appealing for help.

The reply left him no doubt as to its being

an Englishman who now spoke, for the very

first sentence was adorned with one of those

oaths which unhappily arc but too often in the

mouths of our countrymen. " Holloa ! hoy !"

cried the voice. " D—n you, if you don't make

haste you will be too late ! This way, I say

—

this way !"

It was not without some difficulty, however,

that any means were found of reaching the

spot from wdience the voice proceeded. The

bank was steep and rugged, large masses of rock

and stone obstructed the way, and the darkness

of the night, increased by the mist, prevented

Morley Ernstein and his servant from seeing

more than a few yards even by the aid of the

lantern, which the young gentleman himself

carried. All this delayed them much, but

still, they advanced, guided by several voices

talking rapidly and eagerly together ; and bad

French and bad English were to be heard
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spoken in sharp and sometimes angry tones,

between people who seemed to have a very

great difficuky in making themselves mutually

understood.

At length, however, the exact place where all

this was going on became more distinct ; and the

forms of two men, tw o or three w^omen, a child,

four horses, and an overturned coach, v^^ere seen

against a back ground of white spray and foam,

occasioned by the stream—now swelled, as I

have before said, into a torrent, and dashing in

angry fury amidst the crags and rocky frag-

ments which encumbered the valley. The men

and most of the women were all gathered

closely round the carriage, and seemed to be

holding on thereby as if endeavouring to move

it, while one of the group was giving eager

orders to another, in a somewhat extraordinary

compound of English and French, to attach the

horses to the overthrown vehicle in a particular

manner, and endeavour to pull it up ; while the

man to whom he spoke seemed to have taken

the wise resolution, in the first place, of not un-

derstanding him, and in the next place, of not

doing what he was told when he did.

Such was the state of things when Morley

Ernstein approached within a few yards of the
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carriage, and perceived that the vehicle, and

vv^hatever it might contain, was certainly in a

very dangerous position, being balanced as nicely

as can be conceived, npon the edge of a second

bank, and apparently only kept from falling

over into the stream by the weight of the persons

who held it down. Such was the first fact that

presented itself to Morley's mind; but there

was another point which struck him nearly at

the same time—namely, that the figures of two,

at least, out of the personages in the group, were

quite familiar to him ; and the combination of

the voice which he had heard, with the appear-

ance of the people now before him, instantly

brought to his recollection our old acquaintance

Harry Martin, and his wife. The latter, it

would seem, instantly recognised the young

Baronet in the person who now came to their

aid, for at the very moment that Morley reco-

gnised her husband, she exclaimed—" Oh, how

fortunate ! It is Sir Morley, Harry—it is Sir

Morley Ernstein I"

" That is luck, indeed !" cried Harry Martin.

" We shall now have somebody to help us."

The matter was soon explained ; the Swiss

driver of the vehicle in which Martin had

engaged a certain number of places for himself
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and his family, had^ in the darkness of the

night, mistaken a small cart-road on the right,

for the highway to Steig, had soon become em-

barrassed amongst the rocks, and had ended by

overturning the carriage in the most dangerous

part of the vallej^

" The worst part of the whole job, is," said

Harry Martin, " that the old woman is a good

deal hurt, I am afraid ; and aa^c couldn't get her

out of the carriage, as it lies there. I had

nobody to help me but this d—d fellow, and

he w411 not help at aU."

With the aid of Morley and his servants, the

vehicle was soon freed from the dangerous

situation in wdiich it hung, and drawn back into

the bad cart-road from which it had strayed.

The jolting, however, was so terrible to poor

old Mrs. More—who had, as her son-in-law

declared, received considerable injuries—that

she now very willingly agreed to do that which

she had at first refused, and cpait the rough and

ill-hung coach for Morley's more comfortable

conveyance.

Finding that the distance to the post-house

was not more than an English mile, the young

Baronet determined to go the rest of the way

on foot, sending only one servant with his car
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riage, and giving the places thus left vacant to

the women, whom he had found in such a de-

plorable situation in the valley. Harry Martin's

wife and the little boy took their seats beside

old Mrs. More, in the inside. There was

room for another behind, but there were still

two persons to be provided for, both foreigners

—one seeming the mistress, and the other the

maid. The lad^^, however, insisted that her

attendant should go, saying— *' You are bruised,

Marguerite, and I am not; I can walk very

well"

The attendant needed no great pressing, but

took her place at once, and Morley Ernstcin,

offering his arm to her mistress, gave directions

to his courier to remain with the Swiss, in order

to aid him in getting his carriage safely back into

the main road, and then proceeded, with Harry

Martin on his right hand, talking sometimes

to one of his companions, sometimes to the

other. The lady spoke very little English, but

French she understood thoroughly, although

her accent betrayed the tones of a southern

land ; and, now that the danger was over, she

laughed with light-hearted gaiety at the mis-

adventures of the night, though a tone of

sadness mingled every now and then with her
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merriment, when she mentioned the situation

of the poor okl lad}^ Mrs. More. The im-

pression produced by her conversation upon the

mind of Morley Ernstein was aUogether agree-

able ; and indeed it must be a hard case, where

a young and graceful woman and a young and

accomplished man, finding their way on together

along a road they do not know, in a dull and

drizzly night, disUke each other very much in

the end.

The mind of Harry Martin seemed, for the

time, wholly taken up with the accident which

had happened to Mrs. More, for whom he

apparently entertained as much affection as if

he had been her son. Although he in no

degree affected to have forgotten Morley

Ernstein, and spoke to him in a tone of re-

spect—perhaps one might say, of gratitude

—

yet he referred, not even by a word, to the

circumstances of their previous acquaintance.

Morley himself kept aloof from any such topic

also, on account of the proximity of his ser-

vants' ears, though he determined, if occasion

served, to enquire into all which had lately

occurred to his companion, and to ascertain by

what train of events he now found him in a

remote part of Germany, with his wife and
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family. The opportunity was soon given to him.

On their arrival at Steig, the}' found the

little post-house full of bustle and confusion.

Poor Mrs. More had been taken out of the

carriage, and removed to bed, it having been

found that her leg was broken in two places.

Htr daughter was in the room, attending

upon her, with no little distress of mind ; and

the fair Italian, who had accompanied Morley

Ernstein—though there was evidently a little

struggle in her breast as to whether she should

stay below in the hall, and pass the evening

with the young English gentleman, or go up

and give what assistance she could to the

sufferer up stairs—decided, at length, in fa-

vour of the more amiable, though less pleasant

occupation. Bidding Morley a graceful good

night, she left him and Harry Martin in

possession of the great, odd-shaped room, which

is almost always to be found on the lower story

of a German inn, and proceeded to the cham-

ber of Mrs. More, where, we ma}^ as well add,

in passing, she shewed much good humour,

and benevolent attention, aiding Jane in putting

her child to bed, and soothing and tending her

mother.

In the meantime, Morley Ernstein's servants
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busied themselves in preparing their master's

room, taking care of the carriage, and removing

a part of the contents to the house ; while the

courier paid the postilion within a few florins of

the sum he intended to charge his master,

ordered the best of everything for his own sup-

per, and the next best for that of Sir Morley,

and looked into the saloon three times to see

what the young gentleman was about, and to

prove that he was very attentive.

On the part of Sir Morley Ernstein, the first

proceeding was to send for the post-master, and

to enquire where a surgeon could be procured.

No good one was to be heard of nearer than

Freiburg; and, accordingly^, a man on horse-

back was sent off by Sir Morley's directions, to

bring the best bone-setter that the capital of

the Breisgau could afford. Then— after various

enquiries as to the real situation of the old

woman, after some going to and fro between her

chamber and the saloon, and all the little

bustles, orders and counter-orders, enquiries,

and replies, examinations and discoveries, pre-

cautions, preparations, and annoyances, which

attend the first arrival at an out of the way inn,

on a dark and rainy night, after a journey of

adventures and mishaps— after all this was con-
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eluded, I say, Morley Ernstein leaned his arm

upon one side of the large china stove, while

Harry Martin stood upon the other, with his

arms crossed upon his broad, bull-like chest.

" You see. Sir Morley," said the latter, at

length, as if in explanation of his feelings to-

wards Mrs. More—"you see, that I am very

anxious about this old woman, for she has been

kind to me ever since I first knew her, and

ended b}^ saving my life. She was the first one,

sir, that ever made me think—love beins: out of

the question—that any one could care about me
for mj^self, and she has always kept tight to the

same way of acting b}^ me ; though, God knows,

little was the good I ever did her or hers !

However, I am sure I ought to be well con-

tented with the world, for when 1 was at the

hardest pinch that ever man was at, I found

people to be generous to me, people to be true

to me, and people to be zealous for me, which,

altogether, was what saved my life, when I as

much deserved to be hanged as any man that

ever was bom."

"How was that?" demanded Morley Ern-

stein, not doubting, indeed, the truth of Harry

Martin's confession, but merely desirous of hear-

VOL. III. I
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ing something more of his history. " I left you

in a fair way of making yom' escape, I thought."

" Ay, sir, so you did," replied his companion,

" but I was fool enough to put my foot in a trap,

and was caught. I should have been hanged,

too, if it hadn't been for that noble girl. Miss

Helen Barham, who should be a queen if I had

my will. She kept her word with me in spite

of all that any one could say, and she'll go to

heaven for it, if it was for nothing else, for

she's given me time to think and to change my
life altogether, and that's what the law would

not have done. My wife was reading me the

Bible, the other day, where it says—'There's

joy in heaven over one sinner that repents;*

and if it be so, which I don't pretend to doubt,

she must have made the place very happy

—

which, indeed, I suppose it was before—for

certainly I was as bad as I could be, but now

I have repented a good deal, and mean to do

so a great deal more. It would not have been

the case, sir, if it happened any other way at

all ; if they had hanged me, I should have died

game ; and if I had got off by some trick of the

lawyers, some flaw in the indictment, or some-

thlno; of that kind, I should have been at the

old v/ork again in a week ; but to see that beau-
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tiful girl sit there, badgered by the judge and

all the lawyers, and quietly make up her mind

to go to prison sooner than to break her word

with a man like me,—why, sir, it changed my
whole heart in a moment; and I thought to

myself, if I get off this time I will lead a dif-

ferent life altogether for your sake, you angel,

just to show you that I'm not altogether so bad

as people think
!"

By degrees, Morley Ernstein obtained a

general idea of all that occurred to Harry

Martin, since he left him in the north of

England. It was not with little interest that

the young Englishman questioned him concern-

ing Helen Barham, and we need hardly say

that it was with pleasure he heard, not only her

praises from the man beside him, but an account

of the actions which had called forth his gra-

titude. It was with great satisfaction, too, he

learnt that a change had taken place in her

pecuniary affairs, and that competence, if not

wealth, was at all events assured to her, for

though he had written to Mr. Hamilton about

her before he left England, and placed her

future fate bej^ond doubt, he was not a little

pleased to find that she would be dependent

upon no one. The relative situation into

i2
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which they had been thrown, the high qualities

of her mind, the compassion that he had felt

for her—ay, the verj^ temptation which had at

one moment assailed him, had left a tenderness

in his feelings towards Helen Barham, w^hich

was certainly not love, and yet was some-

thing more than friendship. It was a sen-

sation, strange, complicated, difficult to be

defined even to his own mind; it was the

blending of many memories and many sweet

impressions into something like the affection of

a father for a child, something like the love of a

brother for a sister, and yet differing from both,

inasmuch as there was nothing conventional in

it, inasmuch as there w^as no bond or tie of

duty, inasmuch as it differed from the common

forms and modes into which the rules of society

shape our feelings as well as our actions.

The presence of such sensations in his bosom

was rendered more sensible to him, by the con-

versation taking place at that moment, than it

had ever been before, and he paused for some

short time thinking that it was all very strange,

and enquiring into the nature of the things

within him. The man Martin, in the mean-

time, remained beside him, with his keen, in-

telligent eyes fixed upon his countenance,
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apparently reading, or attempting to read, the

thoughts that were busy in his breast.

At length he said—" Well, Sir Morley, I am
going to bid you good night, and I thank you

very heartily for all the kindness you have

shewn me. There's one thing I can't help

saying, however—and you must not think me
impudent or meddling for saying it, though I

must not mention any names—but I can't help

thinking, sir, that you have thrown away your

own happiness, and quitted the good, and the

true, and the beautiful, to follow one that you'll

find out some day, perhaps, when hope, and

comfort, and peace are all ruined together.

Forgive me for saying it, sir, but I owe it to

one who has been kind to me to give him a

warning. I wish you good night, sir
!"

" Stay, stay !" cried Morley ; " explain what

you mean, at least, before you go."

"No, no, I can't say any more," replied

Harry Martin, moving steadily towards the

door. " I have said all that I have a right to

say ; and I only add, that, if you watch 3^ou will

see, and if you enquire you will find out. You

will be convinced, at last, although I should

think that you had had enough to convince you

already."
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Without waiting for further question, he

turned and quitted the room, and Morley re-

mained bewildered and surprised, applying the

words just spoken to Juliet Carr, although

they referred to quite a different object; and

asking himself how the man who had just left

him could have gained such a knowledge of his

affairs. Surprise was certainly the first feeling,

but suspicion is a guest that finds but too easy

admission into the human heart.

"Peace, and comfort, and happiness are,

indeed, gone already," he said, " and gone by

her act— must I call it by her fault? Can this

be trifling ?—Love, they say, is blind.—Can it

be coquetry? Can she be sporting with my
misery ?"

But, as he put the question to his own

heart, the idea of Juliet Carr, in all her beauty,

in all her frank simplicity, in all that open-

hearted candour which gave the crowning grace

to her demeanour, rose up before his sight,

and he became not only angry with himself for

having given credit to one word against her,

but angry and indignant also with the man

who had uttered aught that could raise a doubt

of her sincerity in his mind.
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CHAPTER XL

Early on the following morning the carriage

of Morley Ernstein stood prepared for departure

before the Uttle inn at Steig. He had sent to

ask after the heakh of the old woman who had

suffered from the accident of the preceding

night, and had heard, certainly with pleasure,

that the surgeon made a favourable report of her

situation, though he at once pronounced that

she must remain for many weeks in the room to

which she had been carried. For Martin him-

self the young gentleman had not asked ; nor

did he speak more than a few words to him

when he met him at the bottom of the stairs, in

descending to go into his carriage. Although

convinced that the man intended well, he was

still angry, to say the truth, at the words which
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the Other had addressed to him on the preced-

ing evening ; the more angry, perhaps, because

he feh irritated with himself on account of the

shade of doubt which hngered in his own mind,

Avhich he had combated during the whole night

without being able to conquer it, which had

fled but to return, and which still raised its

head against reason and argument— ay, and

even conviction itself.

With one of the party which he had encoun-

tered the night before, however, he did stop to

speak for some minutes. It w^as with the Italian

lady who had been his companion on foot from

the place where the accident had occurred to

the inn ; and he now perceived clearly—a fact

of which he had only a faint notion from his

glance during the preceding evening—namely,

that she was a young and very pretty woman

;

not exactly beautiful, for there was not a feature

in her face which deserved that often misap-

plied epithet, if we except the eyes. They, in-

deed, were remarkably fine, as most Italian

eyes are—bright, sparkling, and full of merry

hght, but chastened withal by a frequent look

of feeling and thoughtful meditation. To be-

hold them, and to watch their expression for

any length of time, reminded one of a sunshiny
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prospect with an occasional cloud floating over

it, and varying by its soft shadows the sparkling

brightness of the scene.

With her, then, Morley stopped to speak for

some time, enquiring after her health, and

hoping that she had not suffered from the acci-

dents of the night before. She replied, gaily,

that she had nothing to complain of, except

that she was stopped on her journey, which,

indeed, was not only an annoyance, but a mis-

fortune. It would be two or three days, she

said, before the carriage w^ould be able to pro-

ceed, and delay would be most inconvenient to

her, as she had engagements in Milan and

Venice, on account of which she had deter-

mined on going by the Brenner as the pass

most certain to be open. If she could but reach

Constance, she would soon be able to find a

conveyance for the rest of the journey, which

was not to be done at Steig.

Morley hesitated ; English prudence came in

the way—the question which every Englishman

first puts to himself, "What will people say,"

instantly suggested itself; and it took him a

minute, which under such circumstances is a

long time, ere he could make up his mind to do

that to which good-nature prompted him. IIoW

i3
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often is it that good feelings are panders to bad

actions ? Alas ! too frequently do they lead

us so near the door of evil places, that we are

tempted to go in. Morley Ernstein took his

resolution at length, and replied, that if she

were not bound by any means to go on in the

same conveyance which had brought her so far,

a seat in his carriage was nmch at her service.

Many persons may, perhaps, enquire whether

her sparkling dark eyes had anything to do

with Morley's civility. I can conscientiously

reply—"Nothing in the world." He would

have made the same proposal if she had been as

ugly as Cerberus : perhaps more readily ; and

the only part that her bright eyes could take in

the business, was to make her even a more

dangerous companion than that three^headed

gentleman himself.

She did not refuse the young Baronet's pro-

posal, but laughed with an arch look as she

accepted it, saying—" You are afraid of your

reputation. Is it not so ? All Englishmen are

so prudent and careful ! We Italians have

much more confidence in virtue, bad as they

call us ; but I am not the least afraid, though

my reputation is much more likely to be en-

dangered than yours—for I, too, have a reputa-

tion to lose."



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 179

She spoke the last words somewhat proudly,

and there was a frankness in her whole de-

meanour which pleased Morley Ernstein, and

set him more at ease. The carriage was or-

dered to wait for half an hour, the voiturier

was easily settled with, tlie trunks and packages

were removed to Morley Ernstein's chariot,

and the young Englishman followed the fair

Italian into the vehicle, a third place being

taken therein by her maid. Good Adam Gray

looked grave ; and although his brow was some-

what cleared when he saw that his master and

the strange lady were not to be without a com-

panion, yet, to say sooth, the old man was not

well satisfied. Whether it was experience or

nature taught him that, for a young man like

Morley to sit side by side, during a somewhat

long journey, with a gay and pretty Italian girl

was a dangerous sort of proximity, matters

very little; but Adam Gray could not help

fancying that the matter might end ill, having

no great faith in the virtue of any lady born be-

yond the precincts of the four seas, and, per-

haps, not quite so much confidence in his mas-

ter's powers of resisting the impetuous fire of

his own nature as Morley really deserved.

Now might I, dear reader, trace the journey
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of the young Englishman and his fair com-

panion, tell all that took place between them,

and point out how she gradually won upon

Morley Ernstein—amused, pleased, interested

him. I might dilate upon all the little inci-

dents of the road, all the attentions which he

thought himself bound to pay her, all those small

and accidental circumstances which occasionally

lead people on, to use Shakspeare's expression,

upon " The primrose way to the everlasting bon-

fire." There were many of those things took

place—there was the flash of similar thought,

there was the admiration of similar objects, there

were the slight differences that give variety,

there were the touches of feeling which, like the

cabalistic words pronounced by the magician,

in the tales of eastern lands, open the heart,

however firmly it may be locked against intru-

sion. But we must pause upon very few of

these matters, and will only notice two little

incidents, and one brief part of their con-

versation.

At the moment they set out, Morley made

up his mind not to stay at Schaffhausen, but to

go on to Constance at once ; and it must be

admitted that he took this resolution from an

unacknowledged conviction that he was not
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doing the most prudent thing in the world, in

travelling with the fair Italian at all. In fact,

he wished not to make more than one day of

the journey. It was later, however, than he

had calculated upon when they arrived at

SchafFhausen ; the hour of the table d'hote was

over ; dinner could not be obtained for an hour

;

and the host enquired, as if it were a thing ab-

solutely necessary to be done, at what time

they would like to see the falls. The lady

looked in Morley's face, and left him to answer.

It seemed to him that there would be a rude-

ness in not giving her a choice ; and the con-

sequence was, they went to see the falls to-

gether, by the light of a fine afternoon, and

returning to SchafFhausen, remained there that

night.

In the saloon to which they were shown

there was a piano ; and Morley's companion,

in one of the unoccupied moments—of which

there are more in inns than in any other

places, perhaps, in the world—walked up to the

instrument, ran her fingers over the keys, with

a touch of complete mastery, and hummed,

rather than sang, a few bars of a popular opera

;

but it was done in a manner which left Morley

in no doubt that her voice itself had been culti-
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vated with the utmost care. It may easily be

supposed, then, that the evening did not pass

without music—without that enjoyment, which,

whether we may consider it an entity or not, is

in all its forms one of the greatest blessings that

ever was bestowed on man.

Music—what is it ? How can one say what

it really is? Substantial it is certainly not, or

rather, I should say, material. Where is it to

be found ? Is it not in the spirit itself? Is it

not, in fact, one of the highest and holiest

qualities of the soul ; a perception of that han-

mony which we may well believe to be an at-

tribute of God, from finding it in all his works

—from seeing it in all his revelations of himself.

In what part of creation is it that the heart of

man may not find music, if he will ? Sweet

sounds may, indeed, by the ear; produce the

impression most distinctly ; but sights presented

to the eye will raise exactly the same sensations

in the spirit ; and sounds, and sights, and sense,

all link themselves together in memory, shewing

their near affinity to each other and their refer-

ence to one harmonious whole. Nevertheless,

on this earth the grand expression of that innate

music—which, as fire is latent in every existing

material thing—lies hid in every object of the



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 183

spirit's action, is still to be found in the union

of sweet tones ; and as the reader may easily

imagine, from all we have said of his character,

no one was ever more deeply moved by the

power of harmony than Morley Ernstein. He

listened, then, entranced to the singing of the

fair Italian, perfect as it was in every respect,

for nature had given her, in her rich Italian

vcnce, an instrument such as no art could fabri-

cate ; and science and long study had taught

her to wield all its powers with unrivalled effect.

Taste, too, and, apparentl}^, deep feeling, were

not wanting ; and when she had sung some-

thing exquisitely beautiful, and then looked up

in Morley's face to see the effect it had pro-

duced on him, there was as much music in her

eyes as on her lips.

These, reader, are the two incidents v\?hich I

promised to relate ; and now for the conver-

sation. Their second day's journey was verging-

to a close ; a sort of soft languor had come over

the fair Italian—a touch of melancholy, such as

almost every one must feel in drawing nigh the

moment of parting from one with whom we

have held sweet intercourse even for a few short

hours. They had glances of the Rhine as they

rolled along ; they caught the distant towers of



1^4 MORLEY ERNSTIJIN.

Constance, to which they were rapidly ap-

proaching
;
gleams of far mountains, and, once,

a sight of the wide lake, met their eyes as they

advanced ; and all told them that the time

of separation was coming. The maid was

apparently asleep; and, at all events, Morley

and his companion Avere speaking French, which

she did not understand. The sights before

their eyes, the yellow evening tint that was

spreading over the sky, not only led their

thoughts to that moment of parting, but brought

the conversation suddenly to it also. The lady

looked up, from the reverie of a minute or two,

with a smile, in which there was a touch of the

sadness of which I have spoken.

" Well," she said, " we are now drawing

near to our journey's end. I have to thank you

much for your kindness. It will prove of great

service to me, and, I trust, be of no disservice

to you. You see we have passed along our

way without meeting any one, so that neither

your reputation nor mine can have suffered."

" I know it is very foolish," answered Mor-

ley, in his usual frank manner ;
" but I do not

deny that I may feel the prejudices of my
country in these respects, though not suffi-

ciently, I hope, to prevent me from doing what
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is courteous and right. But still, I do think it

would be a dangerous practice, generally speak-

ing, for young and pretty ladies, such as yourself,

to travel alone with any man unallied to them

in blood."

*• Why ?'' demanded the Italian lady, simply.

It was rather a difficult question to answer

with sincerity ; and, after hesitating I'or a moment,

Morley Ernstein said—" Why, nobody can tell

where they go to—how they spend their time.

In short, they throw off that sort of responsi-

bility that they owe to society—the eyes of the

world are no longer upon them."

" And is it only the eyes of the world which

keep people from doing wrong ?" asked the lady.

Morley laughed, and, wishing to change the

subject, he answered— "Many other incon-

veniences might happen, you know—they might

fall in love with each other, or do a thousand

things of that kind."

*' Oh, then, I am quite safe !" replied the

lady—" for I never yet saw the man whom I

felt the least inclination to fall in love with in

my life."

" Perhaps you are incapable of love ?" said

Morley. " There are some women so happily

constituted by nature, that they never know
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what it is to be touched bj any but the more

tranquil affections."

" Perhaps such is the case," she rejoined,

quite seriously— "or perhaps, what is more

likely, I may spend all my feelings upon mat-

ters of imagination. A song, a piece of music,

a scene in a play, will move me in a degree

that I cannot describe. I have generally re-

marked, and am inclined to believe it is an

invariable rule, that people of a strong imagi-

nation are very seldom troubled with strong

affections."

Her observation threw Morley into a reverie.

He asked himself whether it were true, and

paused in doubt, not having sufficient expe-

rience to solve the question at once by his own

knowledge, and plunging into those metaphy-

sical deductions which lead as often to what is

false as to what is true.

The lady went on to say—" I hope—indeed,

I am sure, that such is the case with myself;

for I would not for the world feel such passions

as I see depicted and hear told. Thus I know

myself to be perfectly safe, and can trust myself

in any situation without fear."

" And yet," rejoined Morley, with a meaning

smile, " you are an Italian."



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 187

" True," she answered, with one of her

sparkHng looks ; " but perhaps the very fact of

the existence of such strong passions amongst

my countrywomen, as you would insinuate, may

have been my warning and safeguard."

" Where there is no danger, there is no need

of a safeguard," said Morley. " You acknow-

ledge, then, that it is by reason, and not by na-

ture, that you are guided."

" You must not press me too hard," exclaimed

the lady, laughing—"you know we women never

understand how to argue. All I know is, that

I never did love, and never shall love any man

—not even you, fair sir," she added, laughing

—

" though you have certainly been much more

kind and courteous than most of your country-

men ; and the only Avay I can repay you is, by

asking you to come and see me, should you visit

Venice, or, at least, should you be there some

two months hence. I may then be enabled to

return your courtesy in some shape, and per-

haps may procure you the means of seeing more

of the City of the Waves than foreigners usually

do see."

" I will certainly avail myself of your in-

vitation," replied Morley ;
" but you forget

that, owing to the strange way in which our
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acquaintance commenced, I am ignorant, up to

the present moment, even of your name."

" Oh, that omission will soon be remedied,"

answered the lady— "my name is Veronica

Pratesi. You will easily find me in Venice."

Thus ended the conversation to which we

wished to refer. The lady and Morley spent

the evening together at Constance, and part of

the next morning. A carriage was easily pro-

cured to convey her on her way, and Morley

placed her in it, and bade her adieu with feel-

ings of regret.

Her sparkling manner, too, was somewhat

overshadowed by passing clouds. At one moment,

she was gay and bright as ever ; at the next, fell

into deep thought. She bade him farewell,

however, with all the levity of a Frenchwoman
;

but as soon as the adieu was spoken, and

while something was doing to the interminable

harness, she gazed down into the bottom of the

vehicle, as if to prevent herself from having any

more last words. The moment the driver's

whip cracked for departure she turned round to

look at Morley again; and her face was then

overclouded.
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CHAPTER XII.

" Ha ! HA !*' said Lieberg, as he sat at breakfast

with Morley Ernstein, in the Golden Stag, at

Munich—" so you met with the cold and fair

Veronica, and actually travelled with her in

your own carriage. I trust, Morley, jou did

not fall in love with her, for there is no hope

there. When she first appeared at the opera at

Naples-
"

" What ! she is an actress, then !" demanded

Morley Ernstein.

" A singer—a singer," replied Lieberg—" the

famous cantatrice. But, as I was saying, when

first she appeared at Naples, all the dissolute

old nobles of that kingdom, and half-a-dozen

others of your own, Morley, thought no expense

would be too great to add this fair linnet to their

aviary. Various were the proposals made to
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her, more flattering to her avarice than her vir-

tue; but to every offer of the kind Veronica

returned but one answer—that of silent con-

tempt. Then came the young, and the gay,

and the fascinating ; and many a woman, Mor-

ley, as you well know, surrenders to the wordy

siege of a penniless young libertine, who has

resisted the golden bombardment of his grand-

father. But it was all in vain. Veronica gave

them to understand that she objected to young

fools just as much as to old ones. Some w^ere

driven into the despair of matrimony, and made

what they called honourable proposals, after

having made what, by a plain inference, she

was bound to consider the reverse. But Vero-

nica answered, that whatever she thought of

their former offers, she thought still worse of

these, adding, that whatever folly she did com-

mit, it should not at least be the folly of mar-

riage. Every one then said that she would

make her own choice, and would select some

one, either for his rank, his person, or his mind.

But four years and more have since passed ; all

ranks, classes, conditions, and degrees, have

been at her feet, and Veronica has continued to

shew herself exactly the same piece of ice which

she from the first declared herself to be."
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" In fact," said Morley, " a cold coquette,"

" No," answered Lieberg, gravely—"no. I

was at Naples the time the thing first began,

and I must do her the justice to say, she gave

no encouragement to any one. People always

will seek what is difficult to be had ; and that

quality, together with her singing, her fine eyes,

and her beautiful figure, were the great attrac-

tions. She sets up for a sort of Corinne, too,

writes poetry, goes about and sees the world,

makes an immense deal by her singing, and is a

person very much recherche in Venice, I can

assure you."

" Is she a Venetian ?" demanded Morley.

"No," replied Lieberg—"she is a Milanese,

but she lives principally in Venice, because, as

she says trul}^ it is a city without noise, and

there is nothing she abhors so much as the

rolling of carriage-wheels, except the plaudits

of a theatre."

" Then the fact simply is," said Morley,

" she is a woman without passions, and whose

vanity takes a high tone."

" In the last, you are right," answered Lieberg

—" with regard to the first, I doubt. There is

something in the flashing of her eye, in the

brightness of her smile, and, occasionally, in the
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impetuous torrent of her song, that gives the

lie to her whole conduct. But as I do not know

her in private life, and never intend to know her

either, I cannot say, with any certainty, what is

really beneath the appearance of coldness. I

never put myself in a situation to fall in love

with a woman with whom I am not likely to

succeed ; and if you will take my advice, Mor-

ley, you will keep out of the way of Veronica

Pratesi, especially as you are very fond of

music."

? "I am not at all afraid," replied Morley;

" there is not the least chance of my ever falling

in love with a barrel organ, let the tunes be

ever so pretty."

Lieberg smiled, well pleased to see that a

bitterness not natural to his young companion

still held possession of him, so far as to affect

even his speech upon ordinary occasions. The

conversation dropped there, and at the end of

about ten days, once more in full companion-

ship, their carriages were rolling down into the

valley of the Inn.

I forget who it is that has said, that there is

consolation in all things. Perhaps he meant

for all things ; but I believe that the observation

were more just when taken in the most apparent
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sense—namely, that from all things that do sur-

round us, we ma}'^ extract consolation if we will.

I have dwelt upon this topic already", perhaps,

at too great length ; and what I have said re-

specting the scenery on the Rhine, and its

effect upon the mind of Morley Ernstein, need

be repeated here in regard to the scenery of the

Tyrol: only, as the objects around him were

here grander and wilder, so the impressions

conveyed were more strong, more elevating, and

also more permanent.

It would seem to me impossible, did I not

know that it is fi-equently done, for any man to

stand in the presence of gigantic mountains, or

dwell long amidst the sno\^y peaks, and cloud-

mantled summits of the Alps, without finding

his heart enlarged and his spirit raised by

the sublime aspect of the world around him.

It is possible, however—but too possible ; and,

although such was not the case with Morley

Ernstein—although he felt his bosom expand,

as it were, to take in the sensations pro-

duced by such majestic sights—the mind of

his companion remained unchanged, whatever

was the scenery through which he passed.

And yet, let me not be mistaken
;
perhaps his

mind also did undergo some alteration, not in

VOL. HI, K
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its nature, not in its character, but in its capa-

city. The evil spirit iniglit, in its own dark

piu'poses, assume a loftier range, but without

the slightest difference in the ends proposed,

without a change even in the means employed.

The sensation of joy and satisfaction at any

progress made, of dark malevolence and angry

impatience when aught obstructed its course,

might become more energetic, more grand, more

awful, though all the rest remained the same.

There is a sublime in bad as well as in good,

and the feelings of Lieberg, it would appear,

were, in intensity, as much influenced by the

sights which presented themselves hourly to his

eye in the Tyrol, a§ even that of his compa-

nion.

One thing, however, is to be remarked, the

country in which they now were was quite new

to Morley, but not so to Lieberg. He had seen

it often before, and the freshness of first impres-

sions was at an end. Nevertheless, he gladly

took part with his fellows-traveller in all his

wanderings through that bright scenery ; he

climbed the peaks of the mountains with him

;

he gazed down into the valleys ; he trod the

wide tracks of snow; he accompanied him

through the deep woods of pines ; he stood upon
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the edge of the beetling precipice, or gazed over

the wild dark lake ; and it must be said, that

his companionship gave additional charms to

the expedition. Untiring in mind and in body,

seeming never to know weariness for a moment,

always well pleased at whatever coarse was

taken, and always deriving a fresh current of

thoughts, equally new and striking, from every

change ofscene that presented itself, Lieberg kept

the thoughts of Morley Ernstein in a continual

state of excitement, pleasing, though too strong.

Occasionally, indeed, some of those strange

observations, or perverted trains of reasoning,

to which I have already adverted more than

once, would burst forth, as it were, irrepressibl}"

;

and dark and awful words, betokening a spirit

angry with, and rebellious to the will of God,

would startle Morley at the very moment when

his own heart felt inclined to raise itself in

praise and adoration.

It was thus one day, after climbing nearly to

the summit of a high peak, that they stood with

their feet among the fresh-fallen snow of the

preceding night. There was a bright blue sky

above them, and a light cloud rolled round the

edge of the mountain, about half way down

;

while beyond it—bursting forth in strong relief of

k2
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light and shade—appeared one of those splendid

valleys, surrounded on every side by Alps, and

a thousand lesser hills rising up from the bottom

of the depth, and bearing high their ancient

castles to catch the noon-day sun. Morley

gazed round with feelings of love and gratitude

towards that Beino* who has robed the earth in

splendour, and cast a mantle of beauty over all

his works. But then, even then, as their eyes

rested upon an infinite multitude of things,

varying through every form of loveliness, and

running up in magnificent harmony, from the

fair delicate flower on the edge of the snow, to

the stupendous sublimity of the icy crags above

their head—it was then, even then, that Lieberg,

after several minutes of dark thought, exclaimed,

" Where shall man flee from God, from him

who has pronounced himself a God of ven-

geance—from him whose will is death and

destruction—who has allotted a portion of sor-

row to every being he has created, and cast the

miserable insects he has formed into a sea of

wretchedness, and strife, and mutual destruc-

tion? Where shall man flee from this fierce

God? If he go into the cities, the pestilence and

the sword, the midnight robber, the slow dis-

ease, the poisoned cup, the faithless paramour.
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disappointed hopes, agonized limbs, pangs, and

death, meet him there ; he can scarcely breathe

the air without drawing in some calamity ; he

can scarcely lay himself down to rest without

finding an asp upon his pillow. If he climb to

the top of the mountains, and take refuge in the

solitude of these eternal hills, the lightning and

the rending fragment, the false footing and the

thundering avalanche follow him there, and

crush the writhing object of tyrannical power,

as man himself sets his foot upon the worm."

Morley turned round, and gazed at him with

sensations of wonder and horror ; but after a

moment's pause, the awful cloud which had

hung upon Lieberg's fine brow passed away,

and noticing the expression of his companion's

countenance with a smile, he added—"You

are surprised, Morley, to find such gloomy

feelings in one so gay as I am ; but, perhaps,

it may be the conviction of all life's many

miseries that teaches me so eagerly to drain its

scanty joys."

" No, Liebcrg, no," answered Morley, some-

what sternly ;
" I was not surprised at finding

such gloomy feelings ; but I was surprised at

finding such impious thoughts, and hearing such

blasphemous words."
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" But arc they not true ones ?" demanded

Lieberg, with his eye flashing. " For what did

God make man, but to curse him ?"

"Man is his own curse," repHed Morley.

*' We see it in every tiling. Are not his luxuries

and his vices the cause of his diseases ? Are

not his strife and contention the effect of his

own pampered passions? Are not almost all

the evils that beset him, in a civilized state, the

work of his own refractory will, opposed to the

declared will of God ? You may say that God

formed him with those passions, and therefore

that still the curse was his; but God gave

them to him for good, not for evil; and not

only with beneficent generosity left him to

choose the good or evil course, according to his

own volition, but guarded him against the one

by warning and exhortation, and persuaded

him to the other by every inducement, and

every reward. Man is his own curse, Lieberg

;

man is his own curse, and if, as we daily see,

he brings two-thirds, at least, of the misery that

exists, upon his own head, by his own act, we

may very well conclude, that the rest of the

load also was purchased in times past by errors

and disobedience of the same kind."

" By eating an apple in a garden," said
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Lieberg, with a sneer, turning on his heel to

descend the mountain.

" By rebelUon against God, in some shape I"

repUed Morley.

Lieberg paused suddenly upon the verge of the

crag, with his eye flashing fiercely, as if from per-

sonal offence, and for an instant the same demon-

like expression came over his whole face, and

even form, which had once caught the eye of

Helen Barham. As he stood there, with his

fine limbs thrown into strong action while

balancing himself proudly upon the very edge

of the precipice, and with the dark shadow on

his haughty features, he certainly looked like

one of the fallen spirits come down to hold dan-

gerous communion with mortal men. The pas-

sion which moved him, however, passed away

in a moment, and, without saying another word,

he proceeded in his descent.

Though nothing that could be called a dis-

pute had taken place, yet this conversation cast

a shadow both upon Morley and Lieberg, during

the rest of the day. They proceeded in the

afternoon to Meran, and put up at the little inn,

where stories of Hofer, and thoughts of past

times, served, like the evening sun, to clear the

clouds away, and they rose for their journey the

following morning in a more cheerful mood.
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I have said this book is not a road-book—

I

wish to Heaven it were, for there are few things

more pleasant than journeying lightly along,

taking the reader as one's companion, and dis-

cussing with him, in a quiet, easy kind of way,

sometimes the bright and beautiful things of

nature, sometimes the follies and absurdities of

man ; telling a story here, gleaning an anecdote

there ; moralizing on the strange destinies of

states and individuals ; looking into the domestic

home of the peasant in one place, sitting down

with the statesman in his retirement in another

;

sometimes listening to the thunders of elo-

quence, sometimes to the music of the shep-

herd's pipe. But all this must not be, and we

must hurry upon our way with Morley and his

companion, passing along by the side of the clear

and sparkling Adige, and issuing forth into the

plains of Lombardy ; but, strange to say, with

far different feelings from those which are de-

scribed by universal tourists in the language of

conventional admiration for the land of song

and ancient arts.

The weather in the Tyrol had been fine and

AYarm, for the season of the year. The days

had been clear, the nights fine, as if summer

had come back in the train of autumn, to usurp,

for a time, possession of the earth in despite of
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winter. The scenery had thus appeared to the

highest advantage, and the Lombard plains

seemed flat and meaningless to the eyes of

Morley Ernstein. as they bent their way towards

Verona.

After sleeping in that fine old city, seeing all

the curious monuments which it contains, Juliet s

apocryphal tomb, and that splendid amphitheatre

which first wakes up in the mind of the traveller

the images of the mighty past, that Rome is

destined to call forth still more vividly, it became

a question whether they should proceed on their

way southward, while the weather was yet fine

and clear, or turn aside to visit Venice, and

other places of interest on that side of Italy.

Lieberg seemed somewhat anxious to go on,

but Morley had dreams about Venice which he

wished to realize. It was to him a place of

greater interest than Rome itself. He had few

sympathies with the Caesars, but with

" The Rialto, Shylock, and the Moor/*

he had a thousand, and easily induced his com-

panion to give up his own opinion, and accom-

pany him, by Vicenza and Padua, to the City

of the Sea, proposing, as they returned, to pass

by Mantua and Modena, on their way to Naples.

K 3
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Venice is certainly a place of enchantment—

the only town I ever saw which leaves fancy

far behind. Morley Ernstein yielded to the magic

influence of the place, as he had yielded to the

effect of every other beautiful thing along the

road. The buildings, the pictures, the air, the

Adriatic, the moonlight walks in the Piazzetta,

the solemn mysterious gloom of the jewel-fretted

dome of St. Mark's,—all excited his imagination

to a pitch which he had thought scarcely possible;

he lived as if in another world ; he felt as if his

spirit were refreshed and renewed. The powers

of enjoyment came fully back upon him, and

the vein of melancholy, of unfading and un-

faded regret, that mingled with every pleasure,

seemed, now, to elevate and not to lower the

tone of his sensations.

Such was his state of mind when, one day, as

he was waiting for Lieberg on the Sclavonian

quay, and gazing thoughtfully over towards the

ghost-like church of the Salute, a lady crossed

him, dressed, as is very common there, in black,

and gliding along with a quick but graceful

pace, her head bent down, and her veil closely

drawn around her face. She had passed him

before she seemed to take any notice ; but then

she suddenly stoi)ped, and turning round, as if



MORLEY ERNSTEIN. 203

she partially recognised him and wished to make

herself sure, she raised her veil, shewing him

the countenance of his fair companion Veronica.

Morley sprang forward with real pleasure,

for the effect of Lieberg's description of her

character and conduct was yet strong upon his

mind ; but she looked at him reproachfully,

though she held out her hand, saying—" You

had forgotten your promise. I have heard of

your being in Venice these five days."

" I had not forgotten, indeed," replied Morley;

" but, if you recollect, you gave me to under-

stand that you would not be here so soon."

" True— true," she said ; " but I did not stay

in Milan as long as I expected—I wanted to

get back ; and now I am mortified, because I

dare say you have seen almost all that is worth

seeing here without me. I wanted to show you

everything myself, and to see your enthusiasm,

to call it forth, to force it into action. My
countrymen, and almost every other nation

upon earth, make a mistake about you English

;

they say you have no enthusiasm, but I believe

that England is the only country where true

enthusiasm is to be found. The difference is,

that with us there is the gilding upon the sur-

face—with you the gold is in the heart With
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most nations it is a painted shrine, having Httle

inside, but with you it is the oaken casket, and

the jewels within ; now, you have deprived me

of the pleasure of seeing these jewels—I mean,

makhig you display your enthusiasm ; and

therefore I am very angry with you."

" You shall not be angry with me long," said

Morlcy—" for I have not yet seen one-half

there is to see, and my enthusiasm is in such a

state of excitement, that I could run wild upon

almost any subject connected with Venice."

" That is right—that is right," she cried

;

" and you must let me show you all. Where

are you going now ? My gondola is at the end

of the quay ; but who is this coming here, as if

to join you? Oh, I remember!—that dark, ter-

rible man, Lieberg ; I have seen him in Naples

in days of old. I never loved that man : there

is something fearful about him. You are tra-

velling with him, I hear. Beware—beware !"

Almost as she spoke, Lieberg came up, bow-

ing low to the fair Italian^ but without addressing

her, and Morley could evidently see that he was

not well pleased to find him in her society.

" I am sorry," he said, addressing his friend

— *^ that I shall not be able to accompany you

as I intended, for I find letters at the banker's
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this morning, which require an immediate

answer."

Veronica's features sparkled with pleasure,

which she took not the shghtest pains to con-

ceal. " You shall come with me, then," she

said, "and we will row across to one of the

islands, go to the Armenian convent, or to Mu-

rano—No, that is too far—we will go down the

grand canal, and see some of the pictures. There

are pictures here that make one live three hun-

dred years ago, and speak with people that have

been long in their graves."

" A pleasant employment, madam, for a dull

morning," said Lieberg.

" Sometimes the dead are as pleasant, and

less dangerous companions than the living,"

answered the lady, in a marked manner.

Lieberg bowed low, with bitter emphasis re-

plying—" Undoubtedly !"

Veronica could not but feel his meaning, and

her eyes flashed for a moment angrily ; but the

next instant the look of irritation passed away,

and giving her hand gaily to Morley Ernstein,

she said—" Come ! your friend is not an Eng-

lishman, and therefore we can expect no enthu-

siasms from him."

In a minute or two after, however, as they
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were walking on together, she said, in a low

voice—" Has he been slandering me ? Has he

dared to say aught against my name ?"

" No, indeed," answered Morley Ernstein
;

" nothing of the kind, I assure you. He told

me -he had seen you at Naples some years

ago
"

"But his words implied something," she ex-

claimed, hastily—" he spoke as if he wished to

give you a warning, and evidently alluded to

some existing danger. What was it ? Tell me,

my friend, if you are frank, as I believe you.

Did he, or did he not, mean to imply that I was

like some of our light women of the theatres,

who seek for men, such as you are, to plunder

and deceive them ?"

"Not in the least," replied Morley; "he

thought, on the contrary, that you might cap-

tivate but to make me unhappy ; in fact, that

you might sport with love after having ex-

cited it."

" I seek not to excite it," said the lady, in a

grave tone ; " I never have sought, and I have

warned you fully."

" You have," answered Morley, " and I have

no fear. My heart is cased in iron, fair lady,

as hard as your own, and there is no danger of
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my deriving aught but pleasure from your

society."

The lady looked up in his face with a gay

smile, conscious of grace and powers of cap-

tivation, perhaps doubting a little her compa-

nion's capabilities of resistance, and half in-

clined to try them, if but to shake his too great

confidence. In short, dear reader—for in truth

I must be short—Morley Ernstein and Veronica

Pratesi were in as dangerous a situation as ever

two people were in this wide world ; both of

them a good deal too confident of their own

powers, and trusting themselves too far in every

way.

At the end of the quay was the lady's own

gondola, and in it, half sitting, half lying, as is

the case in those luxurious contrivances, Morley

Ernstein skimmed along over the waves of the

lagune during the rest of the day. That in

itself was dangerous enough, but the conversa-

tion of his fair companion, the sights they met

with, the feelings, the thoughts, the enthusiasms

which those sights called forth, the excitement

of the scene and the circumstances, all rendered

even that first day very perilous indeed. Dark-

ness at length fell, and Veronica insisted that

Morley should dine with her, and spend the
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rest of the day at her house. It was a small

but beautiful dwelling, with a delicately carved

marble staircase, leading down to one of the

principal canals ; and as Morley found that he

could not leave Lieberg without some explana-

tion, he obtained her permission to return to

the inn on the promise of being back with her

again immediately. Her gondola conveyed

him to Danielli's, and waited for him while he

went up and told Lieberg of his engagement.

His companion gazed in his face with a look

ofsome astonishment, and then exclaimed, laugh-

ing—" On my life, Morley, either this woman is

a coquette, which is a name she never bore, or

else she is in love with you."

" Neither, my good friend," replied Morle}^.

" If I did not feel sure that she was neither one

nor the other, my conduct would be very dif-

ferent."

" Well, go on Morley—go on," said Lieberg,

shaking him by the hand ;
" if you win Vero-

nica Pratcsi, you will indeed be an extraor-

dinary person. But you will not win her ; so

take care you don't get yourself into a scrape."

To some it may seem that Lieberg was very

kind in his apprehensions for his young friend,

but with others it will be doubted whether his
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likely to deter him from, or

lead him on upon the path which he was pm*-

suing. We will not take the pains of solving

the problem, but will only tell what was the

real effect which his words did produce. They

instantly suggested to Morley's mind the ques-

tion—" Is it possible to win Veronica ?—to call

that fascinating creature my own—to accom-

plish that in which so many had failed?"

There were three distinct sources of temptation

in those three ways of putting the question.

Passion, fancy, vanity—all raised their sweet

voices together ; and although Morley, like

Ulysses, tried to stop his ears against the song of

the Sirens— or, in other words, turned away his

mind from the idea—yet, throughout the whole

of his after-communication with Veronica, that

question came like a vague sound, heard,

though he would not listen to it
—" Is it pos-

sible to win her ?"

The devil never miscalculates in his dealings

with human nature, and in choosing his word,

he always selects the right one for his own

purposes.

He found Veronica alone, standing in one of

those beautiful halls which have seen the fair

and the bright of other da^^s, and seem in their
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very atmosphere to bear the memories of more

poetical times, even in the steam and rail-

road age in which we live. She was arranging

flowers in a large antique vase, and the classic

lines of her beautiful figure accorded well with

every object that the room contained, while an

air of intense thought, all too deep for the light

employment in which she was engaged, har-

monized the whole — like the low tones of

some fine instrument in the bass, pervading

with its solemn sounds a fine and complicated

piece of music.

Veronica looked up from the flowers as Mor-

ley entered, but seemed scarcely to see him

for a moment or two, so intense was the fit of

musing into which she was plunged. Then,

with a graceful wave of the head, and a smile at

her own abstractedness, she gave him her hand,

saying—" You have been long ; and, as I always

do when left alone, I had fallen into a reverie."

"A sweet or a bitter one?" demanded

Morley.

" Mixed," she replied, " as all things on

earth are. But come, dinner will be ready in

a few minutes, and in the meanwhile I will

sing you a song, which has never been heard by

any ears but yours. It is by a young composer.
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named Bellini, who will one day be a great

man."

The reader may imagine how the evening

passed—music, and poetry, and deep thought,

and bright fancies,—Wit, and Imagination, and

Feeling, sporting like three sweet children on

the carpet, while the good old nurses. Judgment

and Prudence, were kept at the back of the door.

Twice a fit of musing fell upon Veronica. Was

the cause of it fear? Did she doubt herself ?

Did she doubt her companion ? Who shall say ?

One thing is certain—she and Morley Ernstein

were equally resolved not to fear anything,

which is, in general, a strong sign of being

afraid. It was late when they parted, and both

started when they found how late, for the

minutes had gone so rapidly that each thought

the night was not far spent. They only left

each other to meet again the following morning

early, Veronica exacting a promise that Morley

would see nothing more in Venice without her.

" I cannot refuse your friend's company,"

she said, " if it needs must be so ; but I shall

never like him, even if he were to call me an

angel."

Lieberg, however, refused to be of the party,

saying, with a sneer— "The housemaids in
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England, Morley, have a proverb which sets

forth the inconveniences attending upon the

number, three ; at least, in reference to social

things. Now, what is good for a housemaid

is good for a king or a count, and therefore I

will not render your party of the obnoxious

number. So fare you well, and success attend

you, though I am quite willing to take you a

bet of five thousand pounds this moment that

you do not succeed."

"I shall succeed in all I seek for," replied

Morley, '' for I shall seek for nothing that is not

very easilj^ obtained."

Once more the gondola skimmed along the

canals, and once more Morley and Veronica,

side by side, were borne over the bright Adri-

atic waters, throughout a world of beautiful

things, and indulging their fancies to the utmost.

Veronica told Morley again all that she had

told him before about the coldness of her nature,

and the impossibility of her ever loving any one ;

and Morley laughed, and assured her that the

warning was unnecessary ; and then they both

smiled and continued the sulyect of love, till,

landing at a palace on the Grand (]anal, they

walked thoughtfully into the vacant rooms hung

with pictures beautiful and inestimable in them-
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selves, but falling into sad deca3^ The first

thing that their e^^cs rested upon was a small

but exquisite painting of the marriage of St.

Catherine, by Paul Veronese, and before it

they paused for several minutes without utter-

ing a word.

" It is strange," said Veronica, at length,

** that such things should exist."

" As love, do you mean ?" demanded Morley,

with some surprise.

" No, no, no," replied his fair companion,

with playful vehemence ; " I can easily conceive

love, though I never felt it, and can conceive its

leading one to anything, to excess of every kind,

jealousy, revenge, sacrifices of all kinds—every-

thing, in short, but marriage. Why any man,

because he is attached to a woman, should wish

her to make herself a slave, I cannot under-

stand ; but still less, how any woman can consent

to such a folly. She would love him ten times

better if she were not bound by a hard oath

;

and he would not so soon cease to love her, as

men usually do, if he did not first make her a

slave."

Morley did not reply, but went on musing,

and Veronica once more brought back the con-



214 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

versation to the subject of love, uttered a few

gay and saiicj sentences in defiance of the

great power, and then fell into a more pensive

train, ending in a fresh reverie.

Thus passed the day ; and when they once

more reached the steps of her own house, she

said—" I will not ask you to stay with me to-

day, for I must go to the theatre. You may

come and see me there if you like. You will

not often have the opportunity, for I have to-

day taken a resolution to give up the stage for

ever. I require it no longer as a resource, and

my feelings are changed towards that profession

in which I once found triumph and delight.

I used to imagcine that there is somethino; alo-

rious in embodying a great writer's conceptions,

or in giving voice to the melodious visions of

some great composer ; but now, I know not

why, I feel sick of it altogether, so I shall only

sing the five nights for which I am engaged, and

once more for the poor of the city. Come and

hear me then ! But do not applaud. I would

not for one half of Europe see you clap your

hands with the vulgar crowd ; I should not be

able to sing a note afterwards."

Had Morley Ernstein been experienced in
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love, he would have known the invariable

maxim that the moment a woman separates one

particular man from the rest of the world in

her feelings towards him—whatever seeming

those feelings may put on— the gates of the

heart are thrown open for love to ride in

triumphant.

Morley was not experienced, however; he

went to the theatre, and he saw Veronica in

one of those tragic operas where song gives

intenser voice to passion. He obe^^ed her in-

structions to the letter, for the deep and

breathless interest that he took in the scene,

the thrilling delight that the full, rich, exquisite

tones of her voice produced, left no room for

that critical approbation from which springs

applause. He was near enough for her to see

him as well as he saw her, and for a moment,

when their eyes first met, her voice sank and

wavered; but then it burst forth again with

power only increased, and the rapturous plaudits

of all who were there present, showed that she

had that night excelled all which she had ever

done before.

Morley waited for her coming out, and

offered her his hand to lead her to her boat.

She seemed pale and fatigued ; he uttered not
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a word of praise or admiration, but led her on

almost in silence.

" You must not come to-night," she said

;

" I am tired and exhausted, so I will go to bed

and sleep. Come early to-morrow ; we will see

sights all day, and in the evening I will have

some people to meet you at dinner whom you

will like to see. Canova is here, and "

"Pray do not have any one," said Morley,

" unless you yourself wish it. I would rather

spend the evening as we spent the last."

She looked in his face by the moonlight for a

moment as they stood by the edge of the canal,

and then answered, in a voice tremulous and

almost mournful, " It shall be as you like."

What will you have, reader? Two, three,

four, five days passed awaj^, and passed in the

same manner. Veronica became pale and

thoughtful, Morley Ernstcin agitated and ap-

prehensive.

Lieberg no longer sneered, but sometimes

looked in Morley's face, and once laid his hand

on his arm, saying—" In my course through life,

Morley, I have seen more men render them-

selves miserable by throwing away happiness

that was offered to them, because their vanity

was engaged in the pursuit of that which they
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never could obtain, than bj any other means.

Morle}', you know your own business best; but,

I beseech you, let no such vanit}'^ affect you, for

happiness is never offered to a man twice in

life."

Morley made no repl}', but gazed steadfastly

forth upon the blue waters before him.

VOL. II r.
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CHAPTER XIII.

On, how often in life, when struggling with

temptation, in the darkness of error and of

wrong!—oh, how often would we give the

best jewel we possess, for one ray of light to

guide us back to the bright path that we have

forsaken. That light, indeed, is always to be

found, till life itself is at an end, though with

more difficulty at every step that we take on-

ward in the darkness; for the hand of a be-

neficent God has planted beacons all across

the stormy sea of life, to guide us into port, if

we would look for them. But besides these

—

these steadfast lights, which mark out the right

track, and should keep us ever from deviating

—there are a thousand circumstances arising,

apparently, by the merest accident, which cross
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our course, like wandering boats, to hail us as

they sail, and tell us we have gone astra}^ It

is for some of these that we long when we first

find ourselves chartless, amidst the waves of

error. We look not for the beacons that guide

us back, but too often gaze afar for some distant

sail to follow her in hope of help and guidance,

Morley Ernstein leaned his head upon his

hand on the morning after his conversation with

Lieberg, and, with his brain all in confusion,

his heart full of contention, he would have given

all he possessed for any little accident which

would have forced him away from Venice, He
was ashamed of his own irresolution—he felt that

he was hurrying on to the destruction of a life of

hopes—he felt that he could never love but one

—that his love for her—his pure, high, holy love

—even in agony and disappointment, was better,

far better, than the fiery cup of mere passion

;

and that though he might know delirious joys

and feverish happiness with another, yet the sor-

rowful memory of Juliet Carr was worth a world

of such enjoyments. But he was fascinated,

the magic spell was over him—like the glamour,

which the Scotch, of old, attributed to the gipsies,

—compelling him to follow wheresoever the

charmer would. Poor Morley, however, had

L 2
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not to contend against his own passions only,

there were obstacles thrown in his way by

others ; and though on that very morning he

took the same resolution which he had followed

in Paris, to quit the place at once, yet he was

prevented from acting upon it.

*• Lieberg," he said, going down to the saloon,

where breakfast waited him, "you will think

me eccentric and capricious ; but I much wish

to leave Venice to-day."

" Nay," said Lieberg, in rcph^, " that is

scarcely possible, for me, at least ; and I think,

Morley, you will not, a second time, deal so

brusquely with me as you did in the French

capital. Wait for me, only till the day after

to-morrow; and then, however wrong I may

think you, I will accompany you at once."

" Why do you think me wrong ?" demanded

Morley, sharply.

" If I must speak the plain truth, Morle}^"

answered Lieberg, " I think you wrong, because

I know all that has happened to you. I am aware

that you have been trifled with, deceived, made

a sport of, by one who was not worth}^ of you,

and whose conduct you will one day see in its

proper light ; and I am sure, also, that you have

now within your grasp a treasure which would
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make you the envy of one half of Europe, and

that you will not take it, out of weak regard for

a w^oman who has sported w4th you in the most

cruel manner. I say you are wrong, Morley,

in point of justice to yourself, and equally so

to Veronica, for she is not one to exact from you

any ties but those of love : and it vvould be less

painful far to part at an after-period, if you find

that you cannot be happy together, than to

leave her now, when you have taught her to

fancy you everything that she has dreamt of as

forming the being for whom she could regard

the whole of the rest of the world wdth coldness.

But you would be happy ! She is too enthu-

siastic and devoted ever to lose that dream ;

and you w ould find in her that love which alone

can give you full felicity, and that endless

variety which would keep up the charm to the

last hour of life. However, to-day you can-

not go, for you forget you left your carriage at

Mestre, with a broken spring, and it cannot be

repaired before to-morrow."

Strange, that a broken spring should have an

effect which no argument could have I Morley

had hardened himself against Lieberg's persua-

sions ; but the broken spring gave him an ex-

cuse for staying, wdiich was valid to himself;
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and though it could hold good but for one day,

that was all Lieberg wanted. It was enough

to let his words have their effect in silence.

" That is unfortunate !" replied Morley ; and,

retiring to his own chamber, he sent the courier

to have the carriage repaired at once ; but in

the meanwhile he thought of all that Lieberg

had said, and dressed himself hastily, to go

to the house of Veronica.

There was one point rested on his mind,

more than all the rest of Lieberg's persuasions.

He had alluded to the conduct of Juliet Carr,

almost in the same terms which had been used

by Harry Martin. The latter, indeed, had never

mentioned Juliet's name ; but an eager and im-

petuous character, like that of Morley Ernstein,

always applies what others say vaguely, to the

subject most interesting to itself at the time.

On this point, then, he paused, and pondered

with exactly the same train of thought which

Lieberg could have desired, asking himself

—

" Is it, then, true ? Is it, then, self-evident to

everybody but myself, that my feelings have

been sported with, my heart trampled upon,

my love despised, and rejected without rea-

son, Avithout cause ? And shall I cast away

my chance of happiness with another, on the
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account of one who so treats me ? But then,

again, came the question—had he that chance of

happiness with another? Did that fascinating

being really love him ? Was he not deceiving

himself, in reading all that was strange and pe-

culiar in her manner as marks of a growing

feeling new to her heart?

With confusion of mind and thought hardly

describable, Morley buried his eyes in his hands,

as if to let the troubled current of ideas work

itself clear. But it was in vain he did so, and,

finishing his toilette hastily, he snatched up his

hat, and issued forth. In a few minutes the

gondola glided up to the steps of Veronica's

house, the door opened to admit him, the ser-

vant did not even go on to announce him. All

spoke as plainly as signs can speak, that he was

regarded in that dwelling as no other person

was regarded ; that he was one and alone in

the favour of its mistress, and that her feelings

spread themselves around to her dependents.

He went on up the stairs, then, with a quick

step, and a beating heart ; but as he did so, in

passing the window of an ante-room, that over-

hung one of the canals, there was the gUding

rush of a gondola through the water below, and

voices speaking as the boat was pushed along.
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It was Italian they were talking ; but one sweet

voice was very like that of Juliet Carr, and

Morley paused, and trembled. Reader, though

he was fascinated and attracted, though ad-

miration and regard—ay, and passion, had each

its share, Morley Ernstein did not love Veronica

—he could think of another at a moment like

that, and he did not love Veronica I

He heard her move in the next chamber,

however, and went on. She was paler than

usual, but her paleness was not a defect, but

rather the contrary. She looked beautiful,

though she was not beautiful, and her dark re-

splendent eyes were full of soul and life ; while

over the whole of the rest of her face, and

of her exquisite figure, there was an air of

languor that contrasted strangely, but finely,

with the light and fire of those dark orbs.

"You have been long this morning," she

said, in a voice, every tone of which was music.

" Why have you come so late ?—You are agi-

tated, too !" and she gazed in his face for a mo-

ment, w^hile similar and still greater agitation

took possession of her whole frame. Her eyes

gradually sank to the ground, her cheek became

crimson, her hand, trembled in his, her whole

form shook in every limb. Morley felt that she
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was sinking, and catching her in his arms, he

supported her to the sofa, at the other side of

the room.

" Veronica !" he said—" Veronica ! what is

this?"

*^ Ask me not—ask me not !" she rephed,

putting away his hand, and covering her own

eyes. "Ask me nothing, Morley. Tear not

away the veil from my own sight. Make me

not own that I have deceived you—that I have

deceived myself Oh ! leave me, leave me, and

forget me !"

Morley tried to soothe her, but it was in vain ;

Veronica burst into a passion of tears, and

though she left her hand in his, when he took it

she answered him not.

Thus it continued for some time ; Morley

remained more than an hour with her, and it

were useless to attempt to describe all that took

place, impossible to detail all that was said.

Neither of them knew what they had uttered

when they parted, but the method of their part-

ing was somewhat strange. Veronica had become

calmer, she had even given to Morley Ernstein

the first caress of affection that her lips had

ever bestowed upon mortal man. But whether

it was that remorse and regret even then, like a

l3
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serpent only half hidden by the roses, suffered

itself^ in some vague and shadowy manner,

to appear in word, or look, or action, I can-

not tell ; Veronica suddenly started away, and

clasped her hands together, exclaiming—" I

thought you long, but you are come too soon

;

I thought you were here seldom, but you have

been here too often ! Oh, Morley, Morley

!

leave me now, I beseech you. Leave me to

thought, leave me to reflection ! I will write

to you—I will send to you. Fear not !" she

continued, seeing a look of pain come over his

countenance ; " I will never make you un-

happy ; but I would only have time for thought

—I would only act calmly—it shall be at your

own choice. Everything shall be at your will ;

but if you come to me again, you come for

ever—Leave, leave me, now ;—if I say more, I

shall die."

Morley left her, and strange and great was

the agitation in his heart, as he cast himself

again into the gondola, and the boat rowed

away.

It was gliding rapidly up the great canal,

when suddenly it passed one of those large

boats used by the Venetian government to

carry strangers to and from Venice, in commu-
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nication with the post-houses of Mestre and

Fusina. It was filled with people, and rowed

by several men. There were English liveries,

and English faces in it, and in the principal

part appeared a group, which, at any other

time, would have attracted Morley's attention

instantly. As it was, it was only when the

boat was shooting fast past his own, that the

countenance of Juliet Carr burst upon his sight,

and was gone again in a moment.

" Stop, stop !" he cried to his own boatman.

" Where is that boat going ? Follow it quick
!"

" It is going to Mestre, sir," replied the man.

" We can never catch it. They are going to

join the post-horses, and will be gone before we

arrive."

"Ten sequins, if you come up in time !" said

Morley ; and away the boat flew over the

waters, like a bird.

The moment seemed dreadfully long ; but

what i^ there that gold will not do ? Mestre

was at length in sight, Morley's foot was upon

the shore, and, darting at once to the inn

—

which so many readers will recollect as a mere

hotel for empty carriages—he gazed round for

the party, which must have arrived only a few

minutes before him. There were two chariots
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Standing before the door, with horses attached

to them, ready for departure, and servants lin-

gering round, as if all were concluded in the

W' ay of packing, and nothing remained but for

their masters to appear, ere the vehicles rolled

away. Before Morley could enter the inn, there

were voices on the stairs, and the face of Juliet

Carr herself appeared, with several others, in

the door-wa3% It was as beautiful as ever, but

somewhat pale, and there was a listless sadness

in the expression, which spoke to Morley's heart,

and told him that the spirit within could find

no satisfaction in sporting with the feelings of

him who loved her, Morley strove to be calm,

to collect his thoughts, to tranquiUize his de-

meanour; but every one must know how vain

are such efforts at such a moment.

He advanced straight towards her, however,

and took her hand, while the first expression

that passed over her countenance w^as that of

pleasm-e, succeeded suddenly by that painful

shadow which their mutual situation naturally

produced.

" I must speak with you, for a few minutes,

Juliet," he said, heeding nobody, seeing nobody

but her. " You must not refuse me ; for there

is much at stake."
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"I will not," replied Juliet, in a low and

agitated tone ; " 1 will never refuse you that

which you have every right to ask, and I know

you will never ask anything but what is right.

Wait one moment. Let me speak a word to

Lord Clavering, and I will be back."

She took a step or two forward, to the group

of persons, who had apparently gone on in order

not to interrupt a conversation which all must

have seen was one of no slight interest ; and for

about a minute Morley remained, gazing down

upon the ground, with thoughts and feelings

agitated almost to madness. He now learned,

wdth agony, how different is love and passion, as

his heart w^as torn between the ties that chained

him to Veronica, and the higher attachment

that bound him to Juliet Carr. He might have

stood there for an hour, swallowed up in his

own sensations, had not Juliet returned, saying,

in a low and tender voice—" Now, Morley

—

now !"

She led the way, and he followed, to the sa-

loon upon the first floor, w^ere her party had

been waiting till the carriages w^ere ready, and

there she paused, supporting herself with her

hand upon one of the tables, and gazing with

her tender, speaking eyes, upon Morley's face.
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with a look almost approaching to apprehen-

sion.

"Juliet!" he said, after a moment's hesita-

tion—" Juliet ! you owe me some explanation.

Let me know whether you are sporting with a

heart that loves you, for your own gratification,

or at the dictates of others ?"

" Oh, Morley !" she exclaimed, her eyes filUng

with tears, " do I hear such words from you ?

Are you not sure—do you not see, that I am as

wretched as you can be ?"

" Then why, Juliet—why ?" he demanded ;

"what is the obstacle? What is the motive

that should make you not only cast away your

happiness, but mine—mine, which was trusted

entirely to your keeping, with the most bound-

less confidence ? If you can assign no motive,

I claim you as my own, by every tie, by every

right
"

" Nay, nay," she said—" not so, Morley ! I

conceal not that I love you deeply, truly ; but

it must be told—I am bound, Morley, by an

oath, I am bound, by a promise which I can-

not, which I dare not break, and must fulfil to

the letter, though it condemns me to sorrow

and despair through life !"

" Juliet," replied her lover, in a tone now
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calm, but calm with despair—" I one time fan-

cied that you would be my guardian angel ; that

you would form my blessing ; that you would

be the light of my home, the guide of my foot-

steps ; would cure me of all that was weak or

wrong in my nature ; would prove at once my
safeguard and my happiness. How have I de-

ceived myself! You have taken from me peace

;

you have deprived me of hope ; you leave me

without object or expectation in life ; you with-

draw from me all motive for virtue ; you plunge

me into degradation and vice !"

Juliet had turned very pale, and trembled as

Morley spoke ; but as he went on to tell her

too truly the state of mind to which he was

reduced, and the peril in which he stood,

agitation overcame all habits ; she sank upon

her knees before him, and clasped his hand

eagerly.

" Oh, no !" she cried ;
" No, no !—I am

very, very miserable ! Morley, save me from

that despair—save me from the dreadful thought

that I have debased as fine a spirit as ever God

sent for trial on this earth. Morley— dear

Morley, believe that I am not in fault ; and oh,

in pity, if ever you loved Juliet Carr, yield not

to evil, but conquer it, as we are told to do,
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with good!—Have compassion upon me, Mor-

ley, and do not, in addition to all the wretched-

ness that has fallen upon my head—in addition

to the bitter, the everlasting disappointment of

my first and only affection—do not give me

the undying agony of thinking that he whom
I have ever loved has cast away his fair name,

and blasted his heart and spirit with evil, on

account of this our sorrow. Promise me,

Morley—promise me, at least, to try—promise

to resist to the utmost. Nay, nay, I will

kneel here till you do promise ; I will kneel

—

I will die, Morley, at your feet, sooner than that

3'ou should leave me with such thoughts and

purposes as you but now entertained. Will

you—will you promise me? When this poor

heart is broken, you will then believe and un-

derstand all that I feel—nay, strive not to raise

me, unless you give me that promise."

"Well, Juhet—well, I do," said Morley

Ernstein ;
*^ but you know not how I am

beset."

" Oh, if you would but forget me," replied

Juliet, " happiness might yet be yours ;
—

every happiness that you have dreamt of with

me might be ^^ours with another. I know it,

Morley—I am sure of it ; and Juliet Carr
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would bless the woman wlio^ as the wife of

Morley Ern stein, would fulfil that vision of

peace, and goodness, and delight, in which she

herself must not share. Oh, that I might say

all I know and all I think !—but I must not.

Yet the time will, I trust, come ere long, when

your own eyes will be opened to qualities far

superior to any that I possess, and that you will

at length find peace and affection with one

upon whom there is no restraint, who can and

will, perhaps does love you, even now."

Morley shook his head sadly, but without

reply. After a moment's pause, there was a

voice calling from below for Juliet.

" Do not go !" he exclaimed, catching her

hand—" do not go !"

But she withdrew herself gently from him,

saying—" I have your promise ! Oh, forget

not that you have given your promise !" and

with those words she left him.

In about an hour, Morley Ernstein came down

slowly to the court-yard of the inn ; but during

the interval he had hardly heard one of all the

many sounds in that abode of noise, or seen

any object but the forms of his own imagination,

though several persons had come in and out of

the room while he was there. His face, when he
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descended was pale and stern, but there was no

longer that absent air about him with which he

had remained standing so long in the midst of

the saloon above. He looked round the court as

he came down the stairs, and amongst the first

persons on whom his eye rested, was his own

courier, and his old servant, Adam Gray; the

one examining his carriage with a blacksmith,

the other gazing up towards the windows of the

inn, with a face anxious and sorrowful. After

speaking a few words, and giving some direc-

tions to both, Morley re-entered his boat, and

was rowed slowly back to Venice. A slight

wind curled the waters of the lagunc, and the

undulating motion of the boat seemed to soothe

him, and to tranquillize thoughts that were in

themselves but too turbulent.

But his brief conversation with Juliet Carr

had produced the effect it always had upon his

mind. There was a magic in the soft melody

of her voice, in the pure, spirit-like light of her

eyes, in the grace that pervaded her every

gesture, which his heart could never resist;

and there was still greater power over him,

in that tone of high truth and deep sincerity

which was felt in all her words and looks.

He might think others beautiful when she was
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not near ; but their beauty faded away like stars

before the sun, as soon as he saw her. He might

doubt others ; but when he heard her speak, he

could as soon have doubted truth itself as Juliet

Carr.

As soon as the first terrible agitation was

over, although he felt more strongly than ever

that the flower of happiness was utterly blighted,

that, root and branch, it was withered away,

yet her presence and her words had awakened

the higher and the holier spirit in his heart once

more, even in the midst of sorrow and despair.

The passions of earth lost their light and their

importance in his eyes ; mere material things,

and the joys that they bring with them, became

at once to his sight the ephemera that they

really are, and principles and feelings assumed

their place, as the only imperishable possessions

of man. It was as if, for a brief space, he had

passed the grave, and had been enabled to see

and judge all that this world contains, as, per-

haps, we may see and judge it hereafter.

Dark and sad had indeed become his sensa-

tions, but the purpose of right was strong within

him, and he now turned his mind to consider

what he ought to do, how he ought to act. He
had a duty to Veronica to perform as well as to
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himself, and steadfastly he resolved to execute

it. It is true that she had aided to deceive him,

as to what her own feelings might be, and that

he also had deceived himself; but he could not

wholly cx«ulpate himself of all that had ensued.

He had G;onc on after he felt the dansier to him-

self and her; he had proceeded when he

knew that it was wrong to proceed, and he

prepared to bear the consequences, whatever

those consequences might be, provided they

implied no guilt or dishonoiu'. It took him

long to think of all these matters, reader ; but

as the boat slowly wended its way back to

Danielli's, he had time for thought ; and when

he entered the door of the inn, his mind was

fully made up as to his future conduct. He
w^ould be true and honest; he would deal with Ve-

ronica without a concealment, without reserve;

he would tell her all, and leave her to decide his

fate and her own. Already, he thought, that

fate might be sealed; she had promised to

write to him, and the letter might be now

"waiting which would determine all. On en-

quiry, he found that such was not the case,

and he at once sat down to take that step on

which his future destiny hung.
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CHAPTER XIV.

MORLEY ERNSTEIN TO VERONICA PRATESI.

" You promised to jvrite to me, and you have

not done it. Had you written, ere this time,

your fate and mine would have been decided

for Hfe. But you have hesitated, and it is evi-

dent that there is a struggle in your mind as

well as in ni}^ own. I therefore take the task

upon myself of opening to you my heart's in-

most feehngs, and shewing you what must be

the future, as far as my eyes can discover it.

We have both, I fear, Veronica, deceived our-

selves, and unconsciously may have deceived

each other. You were confident in the impunity

which you have hitherto enjoyed, and thought

that love could never assail you. I felt equally

secure in the memory of a deep and permanent,
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though disappointed passion, and believed that

I could never be sufficiently attracted towards

any woman, to seek or to win her affection.

You thought I was sufficiently warned by the

words you have more than once spoken, and I

believed you to be steeled against love, or in-

capable of feeling. Let us first forgive each

other for having mutually deceived one another,

and then let me offer you all that I have to

offer, and ask if it can make j^ou happy. I have

heard you speak rash words in regard to mar-

riage, but I will believe that they were spoken

more in sport than earnest, and put them aside

altogether, for you must be mine by ties we can

both respect, or not at all. I offer you, then,

my hand and my name ; I offer you the ten-

derest affection ; and I promise you that, as my
wife, you shall never have to call yourself "a

slave." But at the same time, dear Veronica,

I cannot but tell you that the first freshness

of my heart has been given to another—that

I have loved as man only loves once. I leave it

to you to decide whether you can be satisfied

with less. Every devotion, every tenderness,

every affection, shall be 3'ours, that it is possible

for my heart to feel ; but still I have loved

deeply, passionately, entirely, and though the
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dream is gone for ever, its memory will alwaj^s

endure. It is for your voice to pronounce upon

our fate. If you do not like to write at length,

tell me to come to you, and I will conceive your

answer given. At all events, trust to me as a

man of honour, that if you become my wife, my
whole days thenceforward shall be devoted to

forget all others, and make you happy.

" MoRLEY ErNSTEIN."

He sealed the letter and sent it ; and then,

burying his face in his hands, remained for

some time in deep and anxious thought. Hour

after hour passed, and there was no answer, till,

as night drew nigh, he became apprehensive,

and went to the well-known dwelling where he

had spent so many hours of excitement and

temptation. The door no longer opened as

if to a master ; and the servant, in answer to

his questions, said that his mistress was unwell.

Morley sent in his name, but Veronica's answer

was, that she would write to him. It was not

till the following morning that the letter ar-

rived.

from veronica PRATESI to morley ERNSTEIN.

" No man ever understands a woman's heart.

It never has been, and never will be. The
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lan2:uao:e written in that book is unknown to you

all, and you attempt to read it in vain. I did

not write to you, my friend—not because there

was any struggle in my bosom, for the struggle

\vas over—'but I was impeded by feelings j^ou

cannot comprehend, for man can never under-

stand what it is to woman to own that she loves

for the first time. Such was the task before me

if I had written before your letter reached me,

and it seemed then a terrible one, when I

fancied that a life of joy and happiness was to

follow. Such is the task before me still, even

now that I know all your feelings, and see

the wide extent of misery into which I have

plunged. And yet, strange to sa}^, it is less

difficult to confess that I do love, when, coupled

with that acknowledgment, I have to bid you

quit me for ever.

" When your letter first reached me, Morley,

disappointment and agony of mind made me

unjust. I was angry with j^ou who have in no

way offended, rather than with myself on whom

the whole blame must justly rest. I called your

words cold, unfeeling, base. But I soon re-

collected what might have been the result if

you had really been base and unfeeling—if, in-

stead of offering me your hand while you nobly

confessed the state of your heart, you had taken
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advantage of my passions and my prejudices,

made me the paramour of a few months or

years, and then cast me away like a worn gar-

ment. My mind soon did you justice, and owned

that you were generous, true, sincere—all that

it is proud to love, and agony to part with. But,

Morley, then came the greatest temptation of

all. Weak, weak woman that I am ! A voice

within me whispered— Accept his offer, use

every means of pleasing, put forth every effort,

twine yourself round his heart with every bind-

ing tie, make yourself necessary to the jo}^ of

every hour— become a wife — Oh, Heaven I

perhaps become a mother !—and honour, and

virtue, and gratitude, will all combine to win

for you that love which is now necessary to

your existence ! Oh, Morley, what a terrible

temptation was there ! How vanity flattered,

and passion persuaded, and selfishness deceived

;

but I conquered at length. I love you—and

yet will never see you more. Never, unless

—

-Yes, there is yet one hope left me !—I cannot,

I will not share one thought of your heart, one

remembrance, with any woman, on the face of

earth ; but with the dead I am not so miserly.

If the grave have closed over this affection—if

your memoried love be with some saint in

VOL. m, n
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heaven, come to me—come to me, dear Morley
|

I will soothe, I will comfort, I will console you I

We will weep together over the tomb of her

w^ho is gone ; and when I strive to cheer each

hour of your existence, I will think of her and

redouble every effort. But if the air of this

earth be still breathed by her who has taken

your love from me, adieu, for ever

!

" Veronica."

morley ernstein to veronica peatesi.

" Alas, Veronica, that I should add pain to

pain ! Had my heart been WMth the dead I would

have told you so at once. But still I must not

deceive you ; it is not so. She whom I have so

deeply loved still lives, and her own will is the

only barrier between us. Such is the plain

truth.

"Morley Ernstein."

Morley was not kept long in the faint sus-

pense that still remained after he had written

the last sentences. Ere half an hour was over,

a note was brought him containing those few

sad words, " Adieu, for ever !"

In two hours more, he and Lieberg were once

more rolling on upon their way towards Bologna,
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Morley bearing with him some regret and

much grief; but so far happy that he could

lay his hand upon his heart, and say—" Though

I may have erred in the commencement of

this sad affair, in the end I have done right."

M 2
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CHAPTER XV.

If Angerona, the secret divinity said to have

presided over the fate of ancient Rome, could

hear the many barbarous and unromantic names

of inns, the Isles Britanniques, the Hotel de

I'Europe, the Ville de Paris, &c., which are

daily vociferated in the ancient capital of em-

pires, doubtless her ears would be more offended

than, we are told, they were formerly, on any

one pronouncing her own harmonious title. It

was to the principal hospitium, however, in the

Piazza di Spagna, that the carriages of Count

Lieberg and Sir Morley Ernstein took their way

in the middle of one of those winter months

when Rome is fullest. The streets were crowded

with vehicles of all kinds, as the travelling com-

panions passed along ; and so many fair English
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faces were to be seen in every direction, that it

was difficult for them not to believe themselves

in that part of Bond Street where, at about four

o'clock of the day, during five months of the

year, there seems to be an inextricable impe-

diment to the advance or retreat of any sort of

carriage whatsoever.

The first order to their respective couriers,

given both by Morley Ernstein and Lieberg

after they had taken seizin of their apartments,

was to proceed to the post-office and enquire

for their letters. Lieberg, indeed, seemed the

most anxious, and it is to be remarked, that he

had kept up with England a much more constant

and regular correspondence than his friend.

During the couriers' absence, however, the

two comrades occupied themselves in different

ways, according to their several characters and

habits. Lieberg, with that regular attention to

his own comfort which never deserted him, pro-

ceeded to arrange the rooms, of which he took

possession, with scrupulous care of their neat-

ness, grace, and convenience. His books were

assigned to their particular station ; trinkets

and ornaments took their place upon one table

;

implements for writing and drawing were laid

upon another; a few small miniature pictures
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of faces pleasant to the eye were displayed

where they could be seen in the best light, and,

in short, in half an hour the room looked as

different as possible from that which it was

when he entered it, and represented as nearly

as can be conceived the interior of his lodging

in Sackville Street.

Morley Ernstein, on the contrary, walked up

and down the saloon, which was common to

both their apartments, with eyes fixed upon the

ground, and a sad and pensive brow. He was

arranging the chamber of his own breast while

Lieberg was busy with the contents of his car-

riage, and the agitation of all his feelings was

too great to admit of his attending to other

things.

It may be asked, then, if Lieberg—whose

passions I have represented as intense and

strong, and whose keen and active mind was

always in movement—if he had no thoughts

to occupy him as well as his companion. Yes,

reader, he had ; and busy were those thoughts all

the time, but their activity interrupted nothing

else, for there were no contending emotions in

his breast—there was no struggle there between

good and evil—no regret for aught that had

passed—no hesitation in regard to what was to
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come. It is only when feeling rises up to war

with feeling, when principles combat passions,

and when, from the great battle-field of the pre-

sent, our fugitive thoughts fly from both hosts of

good and evil into the wide surrounding coun-

try of the past and the future, and struggle as

they run—it is only then, I say, that, taken up

entirely with the strife within, man can attend

but little to the idle things without.

What were Morley's sensations the reader

may well divine. It is true, no new event of

any importance had occurred to grieve or agitate

him ; but every one must have felt, when any

abiding sorrow is at the heart, how a fresh scene

will sometimes rouse it, as if from sleep, and

with it all its host of painful memories.

In about half an hour the courier returned

with the letters. There were several to each of

the gentlemen ; but the two or three first that

each of them opened, seemed to excite very

little interest, for they were read carelessly, in

one instance, eliciting a passing smile, in

another, a momentary look of thought, and then

cast aside. At length, however, Lieberg came

to one which brought a dark look of triumph

upon his handsome features ; and after reading

it twice, he folded it carefully up and put it by.
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turning his bright dark eyes slowly to the

countenance of Morley, who now stood in

one of the windows, perusing with anxious at-

tention a long letter of several sheets. The

young Englishman's brow was contracted, his

lip -was curled, his eye straining on the paper.

When he had read one sheet he re-read it, and

then glanced more rapidly over the second and

third wdiich seemed to be written in another

hand.

But we must turn to the first sheet, and

give the reader some account of its contents.

It was addressed to Morley by his guardian,

Mr. Hamilton, and conveyed some of the most

unpleasant tidings that could meet his eye, as

far as his pecuniary affairs were concerned.

" My dear Morley (the letter said), I am
distressed not to know exactly where to find

3^ou, as I have to write to you on business of a

very urgent nature. I shall, however^ address

this letter to Rome, trusting that you may re-

ceive it ere long. A fortnight ago I received

what I then considered a very extraordinary

application from a solicitor, informing me that

a bill in chancery was about to be filed against

you immediately, for the recovery of the estate

of Warmstonc Castle, your title to which he
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maintained to be bad. At first I felt inclined

to treat the affair with contempt, but upon this

legal gentleman calling upon me again, I saw

him, and found that several eminent lawyers

had been engaged in the affair, and conse-

quently that it was more serious than I at first

imagined. At the same time there was a

degree of fairness about the tone of the opposite

party, which induced me to meet them in the

same manner, and I have had two interviews

with all the parties, in which I find they ground

their claim upon the following assertions. You

are aware, I dare say, that your father became

possessed of Warmstone by purchase from a

Mr. Barham. The sum given was ninety-three

thousand pounds, and the title at the time

seemed perfectly good. A will, however, and

deed of settlement is now produced, showing

that this Mr. Barham did not succeed to the

estate as his father's direct heir, but under this

will and settlement, by which the estate was

strictly tied up. The father left but one son,

indeed, the person who sold the estate to your

father, but that son at the time the will was

signed was married and had a child, and the

will strictly limits the estate to that child and

his children, appointing in a diffuse manner

M 3
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certain contingent provisions for younger chil-

dren, with which we have nothing to do. The

youth who now claims the property is the

grandson of the person who sold the estate to

your father, and the papers necessary to prove

his claim were discovered, I hear, by a Mr.

Carr, with whom I well remember your father

once had a severe dispute concerning what he

believed to be a very nefarious transaction,

in which poor Lady Malcolm suffered severely.

Thus, as the character of the finder of this

document is undoubtedly very bad, and the

young man himself not the most prepossessing

person in the world, I naturally concluded that

the will might be manufactured. The parties

gave me every opportunity of examining the

document with my own lawyer and yours ; and

your friend, Mr. Wills, whose eyes you know

are very sharp where your interests are con-

cerned, remembered that there is an old clerk

still living who belonged to the house, the

name of which is upon one of the documents.

This clerk, after some difficulty, was discovered,

and, I am sorry to say, he remembers distinctly

having seen the will itself, when it was sub-

mitted on some legal point to the house with

which he served his time. I have at once
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caused the whole case to be laid before the

highest legal authorities, and send you their

opinion. You will see that they believe you

could keep the claimants out of the estate

for years, but must yield at last, as the case is

quite clear. It is for you to decide ; but I think

I know how you will act. The worst part of

the whole, however, is still to be told : the

estate has been in possession of your family for

thirty years, and though the fault lies not with

you or yours, but in the fraudulent conduct of

the man who sold it, you are held to be re-

sponsible for all the rents which have been

received, and which now amount to more than

a hundred and fifty thousand pounds. You

could recover the ninety-three thousand pounds

with interest, if the man who sold the estate

had left any assets; but the present claimant

comes in as heir of entail, and his grandfather,

who illegally sold the estate, died in poverty

Perhaps a composition may be entered into in

regard to these back rents, and, at all events, we

must obtain time for the payment, as, I believe,

that after the purchase of the small estate in

Sussex, there remained no more of the guardian-

ship account than fifty thousand pounds, and it

would take ten years of the whole rents ol the
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ModeJ Court property to clear off the sum still

unpaid. Unauthorized by you, I have of

course not been able to act ; but I beg of you

to write to me at once, giving me your own

views."

The banker went on to consider the subject

in various ways, but the terrible fact remained,

that one estate was virtually gone, another

deeply encumbered, and that all the long and

careful savings of his minority were to be swept

away at once.

What was the effect upon Morley Ernstein ?

Very different from that which might be sup-

posed. The first blow was undoubtedly start-

ling ; he looked round like one bewildered

;

re-read what Mr. Hamilton had written ; and

then turning to the legal opinions inclosed,

perused them accurately. They confirmed but

too fully the account which his banker had

given, and Morley Ernstein made up his mind

in an instant. After the first stunning effect of

the intelhgence was over, it seemed to give him

strength and energy ; and merely telling Lie-

berg tnat he must instantly answer the letter

he had received, lie quitted the room, sent for

his writing-desk, and applied himself busily,

and with a steadfast mind, to put down, in a
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letter to Mr. Hamilton, the resolutions which

he had immediately taken.

" My dear Mr. Hamilton," he said, " I will

never defend an untenable cause. The present

case is one in which it is very difficult, if not

impossible, for the law to deal justly with both

parties, and proves the utter absurdity of the

axiom, which we hear so continually repeated by

lawyers, that according to English law there is

no wrong without a remedy. A notorious and

shameful fraud was evidently committed in the

sale of the Warmstone estate to my father, and

in the concealment of the entail. The law has

now only to judge which must suffer—myself,

or the persons on whom it was entailed. Per-

haps it is right that I should be the victim ; but,

at all events, a wrong is done and suffered

somewhere. You have my full authority to

concede the whole question, to give up Warm*

stone to the rightful owners, and to make the best

arrangement that you can for paying the back

rents with as little inconvenience as possible.

All that I have in the funds must be imme-

diately sold out for that purpose ; but you say

that there will still remain about a hundred

thousand pounds to be paid. Morley Court

I will part with on no account—not an acre of
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it ; and the other little estate in Sussex, if sold,

would still be but a drop of water in the ocean.

What I propose, then, is this : immediately to

cut off every superfluous expense, and to live

as so many do, comfortably and happily upon

the rents of the Sussex estate—seven hundred

and thirty pounds per annum, I think we made

it. This is not poverty, my dear sir, though

the change is certainly great to me, but still I

can endure it without a murmur. The Morley

Court estate I propose to place immediately in

the hands of trustees, for the purpose of paying

off the debt. In the first place, the house and

grounds must be kept up in the most thorough

repair ; the game must be properly protected

;

none of the old servants or labourers nmst be

discharged. I would rather deprive myself ol

every superfluity than such should be the case.

As near as I can recollect, not having my
accounts with me, these charges amount to

about eleven hundred per annum. That paid,

there will still remain between nine and ten

thousand per annum, to discharge the amount

now claimed, and in eleven years it will be

done. I have a considerable sum with me here,

in money and letters of credit; but there are

various things to be paid, some old people and
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pensioners to be provided for, and thus I shall

soon get through that which I have. I think

these proposals are so fair that they virill not be

refused, especially if by any chance one of those

extraordinary coincidences, M^hich sometimes

cross us in life, has occurred in this instance, as

I am led to suspect by some words in your

letter. Is the young man you mention a fair-

haired, pale-faced lad, with a look of sickly dis-

sipation about him ? If so, I rather imagine I

once saved him from the gallows, and it is his

sister, in regard to whom I wrote you a long

epistle. Shakspeare says that our bad deeds

turn round and whip us ; but it would seem

that our good deeds do so too, if I am to lose

almost all I possess in consequence of having

interposed between this youth and destruction.

I am sorry to say that, owing to the uncertain

course I have pursued, your letter has been lying

here for two months ;"—and Morley went on to

enter into the details of the changes he intended

to make in his own mode of living, and to give

directions for all the necessary papers to be for-

warded for his signature as speedily as possible.

When he had concluded, he returned to the

saloon, where he found Lieberg seated near one

of the windows, gazing forth in meditation.
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" I am afraid, Morlej/' said the latter, as soon

as he heard his friend's step, " that you have

had bad tidings from England."

" I have," replied Morley. " You are a

strange reader of human countenances, Lie-

berg. I thought I had guarded mine so care-

fully that no emotion could be apparent."

" It is my belief," rejoined Lieberg, " that

everything that seems extraordinary may be

accounted for ^Yith the most perfect ease ; so

that there is not a miracle, from the creation of

this world down to Aaron's voracious walking-

stick, which ate up the walking-sticks of all the

Egyptians, that could be explained to us in a

single word, only that poor fool Eve, after having

eaten half the apple, stopped short in a fright,

and was not wise enough to make even one

good meal of the tree of knowledge. See how

everything that we think strange becomes ridi-

culously simple when it is explained. You

judge me a great reader of countenances ; now,

I never looked at your face at all, but merely

read my letters while ^^ou read yours, and there

found news which of course has reached you."

" That I have lost a considerable property,"

replied Morley, " and have to pay back rents

to an immense amount."
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" And are you aware to whom ?" demanded

Lieberg.

'^ I suppose, from the similarity of the name,

and from the description of my friend, Mr.

Hamilton," Morley answered, " it is tp that

William Barham of whom you and I know a

good deal."

" To be sure," rejoined Lieberg, with his eye

flashing ;
" I felt certain that something of the

kind would happen at the time."

" Indeed !" exclaimed Morley, with much

surprise ; " how so ?—why so ?"

" Because," replied Lieberg, with his lip

curling, " I never saw a man caress a scorpion,

or put a viper in his bosom, that, sooner or

later, he was not stung. Would to God I had

hanged him !"

" I am much obliged to you for your kind

interest," replied Morley, with a melancholy

smile ;
" but if the thing was destined to

happen at all, I am well pleased that it is as it

is—not for the sake of that weak and vicious

young knave, but for his sweet sister's sake.

He will only use his fortune ill ; but she will,

of course, come in for a part, and thus be placed

in a station for which she was evidently in-

tended by Heaven. But now, Lieberg, let us
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speak of something more immediate. I am
sorry to say our companionship must soon end ;

as I have assigned the greater part of my pro-

perty to pay off this unexpected debt, retaining

to myself not more than seven hundred a-year,

all my expenses must, of course, be curtailed,

and I can no longer afford to travel in the way

that befits you."

" Nonsense, Morley," replied his companion

;

" you can very easily reduce your expenditure

to the scale required, without depriving me of

the pleasure of your society, or yourself of the

gratification and advantage of travelling with so

pleasant and instructive a companion as myself.

You can diminish your whole host of lackeys,

send your old grey-headed friend to England,

and keep the most useful of your men. Get

rid of your courier, in the very first place, both

because you don't want him, one being quite

enough for you and I ; and, secondly, because

he is a very bad one, while mine is the best that

ever cheated a master, bullied an innkeeper,

defrauded a postilion, or gave a hint to a bandit.

Then, as for the rest, we need not travel more

rapidly than suits your purse
;
you shall pay

for whatever additional horses are necessary to

my carriage, in consequence of your being with
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me, but, of course, no more ; and, I can assure

you, all this may be done upon even less than you

propose. Try, at least,—try for a few months!

If you refuse to do so, I shall conceive that you

take advantage of this circumstance to draw off

your forces."

Morley felt that he could not refuse to make

the experiment, though he certainly had mis-

givings ; but he steadfastly and strictly held his

resolution of curtailing all his expenses, from

that very moment. He explained to his ser-

vants, that he had met with a severe loss, and

though a younger and more active attendant

might have been preferable, in many respects,

yet he retained no one about his person, but old

Adam Gray, knowing that the good man would

feel pained not to serve him, even though he

were to pension him off, and leave him to spend

his latter days in peace. His carriage he imme-

diately ordered to be sold, and for want of

knowledge how far his limited income would

go, denied himself, at first, many an indulgence

which he could very well afford. He divided

his expenses into weeks, and almost into days,

and bound himself down to all those small and

narrow economies which are always a painful

thing to a generous mind, and are only to be
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compensated by the internal satisfaction of

doing that which is just and right.

Upon the whole, the circumstances in which

he was so suddenly placed, proved beneficial to

the heart of Morley Ernstein. He had other

subjects for thought given him, besides the bitter

disappointment which he had endured. He
had now matter for activity, energy, determina-

tion, self-denial. He had to keep his spirit

from repining at petty evils, he had often to

struggle with his inclinations upon small points,

and that habit gave him power to strive more

successfully on greater occasions.

The conduct of Lieberg towards him was,

apparently, all that was kind. At first, while

he knew that the weight which had been sud-

denly cast upon his young friend, had produced

a great reaction of the mind, he tempted him

in no degree to go beyond the limits of a strict

economy ; but as the immediate effect wore away,

he certainly did cast inducements in his compa-

nion's path, to spend money which might have

been spared. Two or three times, too, when

tempted suddenly, Morley forgot his altered cir-

cumstances, and yielded without consideration.

He bought things that were unnecessary, he gave

an order which he was sorry for but would not re-
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scind; and Lieberg with pleasure saw a probability

of leading him to overstep the bounds of the in-

come he had left himself, and plunging him

into difficulties which mio;ht brins; on more false

steps to remed}^

For the present, however, Morley was safe

;

for the sum which he had brought with him

from England was so much larger than he

required, on his reduced scale of expenditure,

that he could fall back upon it at any moment,

though he did so with regret.

Thus passed a month in Rome ; and though

Morley Ernstein often thought of Juliet Carr,

and wondered whether she was or was not in

the same town with himself, he met her not in

public or in private, while the period of his stay

in Rome wore rapidly away.
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CHAPTER XVL

In early youth there are pleasures in all seasons

of the year ; and, as the schoolboy-story goes,

it is difficult to choose between the glowing

summer, with its brightness and its smiles—the

sweet spring, with its soft breezes and its

flowers—the brown autumn, with its fruits, and

days of harvest—and the hardy winter, with its

sports, and merry nights. But, believe me,

reader, as one advances in life, the days that

we would choose are always warm ones ; and

putting the brighter season of the year out of the

question, the only difficulty is, to say, which is

most grateful ; that brief return of summer-like

hours, which generally takes place in the com-

mencement of November—like that return of

prosperity towards the end of life, which some-
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times brightens the fate of men who have long

struggled with adversity; or the burst of^

warmth and sunshine, which often, in the early

Spring, forestalls the summer—like the splendid

vision of a great and glorious career which

presents itself in hours of meditation to the un-

chastised eyes of youth.

It was in the end of Februai-y, however, with

days warmer than many in June, with a balmy

air, and a clear sky, that some travellers, with

whom the reader is already well acquainted,

took their way as nearly as possible by the

same course that Morley Ernstein had pursued

towards the classic land in which he was now

sojourning.

Nor let it seem strange and romance-like,

or make any one doubt the accuracy of this true

history, that three parties of people, without any

common consent amongst them, are here repre-

sented taking exactly the same path to a parti-

cular object, when there were five or six other

roads open before them. Ay, but dear reader,

it is the very question which you are begging.

If you remember rightly, at the period of which

we are now speaking, a tremendous storm had

swept the Alps, greatly injuring two of the

principal passages ; the Splugen was impassable.
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neither of the St. Bernards could be thought of

either very late or very early in the year ; and

Mont Cenis could only be passed in Traineaux ;

but the Brenner was, and is passable, and conve-

nient at all seasons, though sometimes the tra-

veller is very cold before he gets at it. The

convenience of this passage, especially to an

invalid, in the early month of which we speak,

was the cause why it was chosen by the party

to whom we now return ; for one of that party

was an invalid.

It was on one of those warm days of Febru-

ary, then, which generally brighten a part ot

the coldest season of the year, that a splendid

green chariot, quite new, with much more silver

about it than was in good taste—with a courier

behind, dressed out to the highest pitch of

coiu'ierism—and a lady's maid, of a very different

appearance, neat, plain, and staid—drove along

one of the roads that traverse the Black Forest,

taking its way towards the small town of SchafF-

hausen. The vehicle was, nevertheless, at the

distance of several leagues from that place ; and

as it ascended one of the tall hills which diver-

sify that part of the countrj^, a wide extent of

forest ground was displayed to the eye, undii^

lating into all the most beautiful forms, with
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the yellow siin resting upon the bare, leafless

branches of that ocean of trees, which—although

not a bud could be perceived upon the closest

inspection, nor the slightest promise of the spring

—yet bore over all, when beheld from afar, a

kind of misty bloom, which is not seen in the

earlier part of w inter, and is difficult to account

for.

The air was so warm that Helen Barham, at

the request of her sick brother—who was now

journeying for his only chance of life, towards

that land where so many of the children of the

north have laid their bones—opened the window

of the carriage, and let in the breath of spring,

which for a time seemed to revive the invalid.

She herself leant forward, and gazed over the

prospect, enjoying it wdth a spirit attuned to

every thing that is beautiful, but with feelings

saddened by a partial knowledge of her bro-

ther's perilous state; though William Barham

himself, like most sufferers from the same

malady, was utterly ignorant of the fate that

hung over him, and had that very morning

been cursing the doctors, for some little incon-

venience which he had undergone at the last

inn, declaring that if they had let him remain in

England, he would have been well long before.

VOL, III. j^
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Helen gazed, as I have said, pleased but

somewhat sorrowful ; and, indeed, there is

nothing on earth I know more melancholy,

than to look over one of the bright scenes

of nature with an eye fresh from the bed of

deadly sickness. There is a strange and awful

contrast in it: it makes life seem so utterly

vain and worthless, that all we have been

taught to prize turns suddenly, like the fabled

fruits, to dust and ashes ; and our heart sinks

with a conviction of the emptiness of everything

below, even before it can rise wdth the con-

sciousness of a better state beyond.

Helen gazed, then, and meditated ; and her

lovely eyes filled with tears. At that moment

her brother's voice said, " Helen ;" but for a

short time she would not look round lest he

should see the drops upon her eyelids, and

divine their cause. But the next moment, he

repeated the word " Helen" in a tone that

alarmed her, and when she did turn, his coun-

tenance alarmed her still more. His cheeks

had become more hollow, the red spot which

had been constantly there for some weeks was

gone, his temples seemed fallen in, and the

thin light hair lay more wild upon his brow

than usual. There was a transparent greyness^
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tooj about the flesh whieh Helen had never

seen before, in him, but had marked it too

well in another ; and when once seen, it is

never to be forgotten. At the same time a sort

of spasmodic gasping seemed to convulse his

chest, and his hands lay blue upon his knees.

"Helen!" he cried— "Helen! I feel very

queer. Don't let them go on in this mist.

Stop the carriage—I should like to get out.

The air is so thick here I cannot breathe. Stop

the carriage, girl, I say ! Those d—d doctors,

if they had but left me in England I should

have been well by this time. That mist
"

Helen let down the window hastily, and

called to the postilions to stop, but they did not

hear her, and it was some time before she could

catch the ear of the courier. At length, how-

ever, the carriage paused ; and the door was

opened, and, by a great effort, William Barham

raised himself from his seat, and fell forward

into the arms of the courier. The man carried

him to the bank, and placed him at the foot of

a tree, but the unhappy youth sunk back upon

the grass with his eyes closed ; while the same

death -like pallor continued upon his coun-

tenance, and a quick, hard-drawn respiration

shook his emaciated frame. Helen sprang from

n2
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the carriage after her brother, and knelt beside

him, her heart palpitating with apprehension,

and her eyes filled with the tears of natural

affection, no less keen and sensible because he

who lay there dying before her had been so

frequently the cause of pain, and sorrow, and

anxiety. She bade the man bring water from

the stream to throw upon his face ; but though

he went civilly to obe}^, yet he shrugged his

shoulders, saying, in French—" It is of no use,

Mademoiselle—he is dying."

Oh ! of all the many painful things of earth,

there are few more terrible than to stand by the

side of a being that we deeply love, watching

the last struggles of departing life, looking round

for aid, consolation, and support, and finding

about us none but indifferent strangers, who view

our sorrow and its cause but as a scene upon

a theatre. Though she knew that medical aid

was useless, what would not Helen Barham have

given, at that moment, for the presence of a

physician, for the presence of any friend ! But

all she could do was to clasp her hands, and

gaze through her tears upon the unanswering

countenance of her brother, expecting every

moment to see the spirit depart. After the

courier had been gone for a minute, however, a
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hasty step called her attention, and then a

voice which seemed familiar to her ear, asking

aloud, in English—" What's the matter—what's

the matter ?"

Helen looked up, and the face %f Harry

Martin met her eyes.

" Oh, I am so glad to see you !" she ex-

claimed. "My brother—my brother!—he is

dying, I am afraid."

Harry Martin said, in his own heart, " And
no bad job either !" But there was too much of

the milk of human kindness mingled with his

rough nature to let him utter one word which

could pain poor Helen Barham at that moment.

'^ I am very glad to sec you ma'am," he re-

plied ;
" but sorry to find you in such a state.

But why did you take the young man out of

the carriage ? The place they call Steig is only

two miles off; the doctor will be there in half

an hour, to see our poor old woman who broke

her leg. Better put him in again. Miss. Take

the maid with you, inside ; I'll jump up behind,

and we'll soon be there."

The courier came back with some water in

his hands, but though thrown upon the face of

the unhappy youth, it produced no effect, ex-

cept a slight shudder which passed over his
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frame. The suggestion of the man Harry

Martin was then followed. He himself carried

the almost lifeless body of William Barham to

the carnage, and placed him in it ; while Helen,

taking hdt scat beside him, supported his head

upon her arm, and the door being closed after

the maid had entered, they proceeded on their

way.

The postilions drove quick—much more so,

indeed, than any money would have induced

them to do—and in about twenty minutes the

chariot stood before the little post-house. Much

to the satisfaction of Harry Martin, the surgeon

who had been attending old Mrs. More was seen,

as they came up, in the very act of getting into

his ancient calcche, to rumble back again to

Freidburg, and, springing down, the Englishman

stopped him, and told him what had occurred.

The surgeon followed him instantly to the side

of the vehicle, but when they came up, the

post-master, the servants, and the courier were

all whispering round, Helen's beautiful face was

buried in her handkerchief, and the dead body

of William Barham lay beside her, with the

head resting upon her shoulder.

Harry Martin sprang round to the other side

of the chariot, opened the door, and, raising
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the corpse in his powerful arms, bore it into

the inn. Helen started, and looked round

for a moment, as she felt the weight that had

leaned upon her removed ; but then bent down

her head again, and once more covering her

eyes, wept bitterly, without making any move-

ment to quit the carriage. In another instant,

however, Harry Martin was at the door again,

and gently laying his hand upon her sleeve, he

called her attention, saying—"You nmst get

out. Miss Barham, I fear, for there is much to

be done.—Be comforted madam," he added, in

a low tone—" be comforted. Ay, and thank

God ! Remember, it might have been worse

—

much worse."

Helen dried her tears, and entered the inn,

where much sad business lay before her.

Luckily, however, she was amongst kind-hearted

and honest people, and the only effort that was

made to wrong her in any respect was on the

part of her brother's courier. He was detected

in pilfering and cheating, on the day after the

funeral of William Barham, by the keen eyes of

Harry Martin, who, as he himself said, not

knowing the laws of the country, ensured that

the rogue should not go without punishment by

thrashing him most terribly on the spot, and at
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the moment. He then reported his conduct to

Miss Barham, and the man was accordingly dis-

missed, so that Helen was left in a small Ger-

man village, without any counsel or assistance

of the kind and character which she most

needed, to choose her own plans, and to follow

out the curious windings of that fate which had

placed her in so many an unforeseen position

through life. She had been compelled to choose

her course before, in circumstances that may

seem to the reader far more difficult ; but,

strange to say, now that great wealth was at her

command, and that all the self-named friends

and humble servants who are always ready to

bow down and worship at the shrine of the

great god of this world, were prepared to court

and seek her, and show her kindnesses and at-

tentions, not the slightest of which her high

qualities of mind and heart would have won

from them had she remained poor,—strange to

say, she felt more embarrassed, more anxious,

more doubtful in acting for herself, than she

had felt when left, by her father's death, to pro-

vide by her own exertions food for her brother

and herself.

At one time, she thought of returning to

England ; and, perhaps, had she been a person
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to consult the dictates of prudence alone, she

would have done so ; but alas ! reader, Helen

Barham was not by nature a prudent person.

She was good, indeed,—she was very good; and

she had strong and fine principles, but it was

from her heart that her goodness proceeded—in

her heart that her principles dwelt. On the

present occasion there was some secret longing

—some inclination hidden from herself which

made her anxiously desire to go on towards

Italy ; and though, at first, she felt some sort of

fear at the mere idea of doing so, of taking so

long a journey by herself, of encountering

strange scenes and strange people, and under-

going all the dangers and difficulties of the

road, yet these apprehensions soon disappeared,

and she reasoned down every other objection in

her own mind.

Nor did many real obstacles present them-

selves. All her brother's affairs had been set-

tled before she left England, and she came

in as the clear and sole heir, he having died

under age, of the whole property which they

had lately acquired. The steps necessary to

be taken in consequence of his decease, the

lawyers were very willing to carry through

without her presence, and Helen having once

N 3
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written to England and received an answer,

openly took the resolution of going on to Italy,

—speaking the truth when she said that she

herself did ilot feel well, and would probably

be better for the air of a milder climate.

There was a difficulty, indeed, in procuring

an honest and respectable servant, and her ex-

perience of the last courier did not tend to give

her any great confidence in that sort of cattle.

But she was not destined to proceed alone.

The man Martin and his wife had shown her

that devoted attention and respect which could

only spring from deep gratitude ; and although

the good old lady, Mrs. More, was still in a

very feeble and even dangerous state, they had

lost no opportunity of offering to Helen every

attention and assistance. The funeral of Wil-

liam Barham had been arranged and carried

through by Harry Martin himself, who had by

this time learnt to converse in a somewhat bar-

barous kind of German, and many of the pain-

ful particulars which attend the act of commit-

ting our kindred clay to the earth had been

spared to Helen by his consideration for her.

When he now heard that she was going on to

Italy, he made all the preparations, took her

orders, as if he had been her servant, and often
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gazed wistfully in her face, with a look that

seemed to imply there was something in his

mind which he wished to speak, without pre-

suming to do so. He often, too, held long con-

sultations with his wife ; and, in the end, he came

one morning suddenly into the room which

Helen had made her sitting-room, saying, with-

out any preface—" I can't think of your going to

Italy by yourself. Miss Helen. I know you talk

of getting a courier fellow at SchafFhausen or

Constance ; but bless you, ma'am, he's as likely

to cheat you as the other, and you are going

into a place where there are blackguards of all

sorts. Now, it's very possible, ma'am, that, from

what you know of me, you may think I am not

a very likely person to take with you, and that

I may just prove as bad as the rest of them you

would meet with ; but I give you my word of

honour, that I never cheated any one in my life,

though many a time I have done, perhaps,

what may be worse. But, however, I would

not wrong you in any way for a great deal more

than the world, and if you were to give me to

keep for you a hundred thousand pound without

counting it, you should have every farthing back

again, if I were starving."

" I am quite sure of it, Martin," replied Helen
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Barliam^ with one of her sweet confiding smiles

;

'* I should not in the least mind putting all I

have in the world in your hands. But what is

it you wish to propose ? You could not quit

this poor lady in her present state
"

" Why, Miss Helen," replied Harry Martin,

" that is just what I have been talking to my
wife about. She is not the least afraid of stay-

ing here to attend to her mother, till I go with

you to Italy and come back again. What I

want is, just to go along with you, on the

outside of the carriage, to see that nobody does

you any harm. You can get a courier fellow

where you can find one, for you see I know

nothing about that sort of business, and should

not exactly like such a thing either ; but I will

see that he keeps all straight, and when once

you are safe, and amongst people who will love

you, and take care of you, as you ought to be, I

can come back again, or Jane can come to me,

as the case may be."

Helen took a day to consider, but her consi-

deration ended in her adopting the plan which

was proposed ; and though she obtained a cou-

rier with a good recommendation, Harry Martin

attended her onward into Italy.
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CHAPTER XVII.

That season of the year was approaching when

it is necessary for foreigners to quit Rome, if

they hold their Ufe very dearly; and Morley

Ernstein, though certainly with no thought of

malaria, had more than once proposed to Lie-

berg to pursue their way to Naples ; but for

some reason best known to himself, the latter

had always made some excuse to delay. In the

meantime, he surrounded Morley Ernstein with

temptations of all sorts, upon which we will not

dwell, having already displayed the course

which he followed, and the means which he

took, and it being unnecessary to repeat nearly

the same story. He did not succeed, it is true,

to an}^ great extent. Some few^ pieces of extra-

vagance, Morley certainly was led to commit

—
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some few acts which he regretted—not many,

but enough to give Lieberg encouragement to

pursue his plan with good hope of success at

last ; for the water does not more certainly

wear the stone over which it passes, than a con-

stant familiarity with vicious scenes destroys

the moral principle in the heart of man.

Morley Ernstein would not approach the

gaming-table, however, neither would he drink

to anything like excess, though that also was

tried by his dear friend, who well knew, that, as

in the case of the Santon, one folly of such a

kind opens the door to vices of all sorts. It

may be asked what was the object of all this ?

—it may be said that there must be a motive

for all human actions. Reader, I cannot clearly

tell you what the object was ; and Lieberg's

conduct certainly seemed more fiend-like than

human. He afterwards, indeed, uttered some

dark words, which were never explained, and

might be untrue ; but if there was not some

deep-seated cause of enmity towards Morley

Ernstein in his bosom, arising in circumstances

that we know not, we can only guess at his

purposes and motives. To degrade Morley in

the eyes of Helen Barham, was certainly one

end in view; but besides this, we have seen
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that his young companion had on more than

one occasion thwarted him in an object of pas-

sion, had mortified his vanity and wounded his

pride ; and if we take these causes of offence,

acting upon a mahgnant mind, together with

the natural antipathy that the evil feel towards

the good, and the jealous hatred of a man who

sees another preferred by the being that he

loves, the motives may, perhaps, be considered

sufficient for his conduct. There may, indeed,

have been something more—I am inclined to

believe it was so—but what, I know not.

The struggle was still going on with Moiley

Ernstein between temptation and resistance,

when, one day, as he was passing along the

Piazza del Popolo, he saw a magnificent car-

riage, undoubtedly of English construction,

standing before the great hotel, the name of

which I forget, with two or three servants

round the door, and the usual quantity of

lackeys, couriers, and ciceroni at the entrance

of the inn. When his eyes first lighted upon

it he was at a considerable distance ; and while

he was still some thirty yards off, a lady came

out of the hotel with a quick stej), and entered

the vehicle. The door was closed, the order

given where to drive, and the carriage, taking a
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turn, dashed past Morley the moment after.

There was an earl's coronet and emblazoned

arms upon the panel, and Morley, raising his

ejes to the window, beheld the countenance

of Juliet Carr. How often had he seen that

face with joy—ay, even after hope had passed

away ; and the first sensation had always been

pleasure ; but now, there was something in

Juliet's dress and appearance—something in

the magnificence of the equipage—something,

perhaps, in his own pre-conceived suspicions,

which made the sight of her he loved feel like

a heavy blow upon his heart. She evidently

did not sec him, and was speaking with a smile

to some one else who was in the vehicle with

her. Morley paused for an instant to recover

breath, and then advancing to the inn, de-

termined to have his doubts satisfied, he asked

an English -servant, who was still gazing after

the carriage, whose it was.

The man was one of those saucy English

footmen who are the disgrace of many of our

noble houses; and to any one but a man of

Morley's distinguished appearance he might

have made an insolent reply. To him, how-

ever, he answered, in a civil tone— " The

Countess of Clavering, sir."
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" Lord Clavering has not long been married,

I think," said Morley, in as firm a voice as he

could command.

" About a month, sir," replied the man, with

a grin, "and he has already gone back to

England to attend the house of peers. That

was my lady who just drove away."

Morley turned with his heart burning and

his brain whirling round ; but, pausing after

he had taken a step or two, with a bitter smile

curling his lip, he took out his card-case, and,

walking back, gave the man a card, saying

—

" That for Lady Clavering, with my congratula-

tions."

The attempt to describe the feelings of

Morley Ernstein, when the full agony burst

upon him, would indeed be vain. His pas-

sionate indignation approached nearly to mad-

ness ; his bitter, bitter anguish of spirit might

have tempted him, at that moment, to commit

any act which his worst enemy could wish. He

felt it—he knew it to be so—his command over

himself was gone, and he feared to return to

the inn where he had left Lieberg, lest he

might be led into some irretrievable step of

folly or of vice. He wandered, then, through

the streets of Rome for several hours, with the
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hurried pace and unecjual step of a man torn by

terrible emotions. He saw nothing that passed

him ; his eye marked none of the objects it

rested upon; his spirit, busy within itself,

seemed to have lost communication with the

bodily senses ; and it was nearly night when he

was recalled to himself by some one suddenly

seizing his arm, and exclaiming—" What is the

matter, Morley? I have been following you

this half hour, and you do not seem to know

where you are going, or what you are doing."

" Nor do I, Lieberg," replied Morley. " All

I have undergone is not equal to this."

"Nay, nay," said Lieberg; "come back to

the hotel, and tell me what is the matter. By
keeping your griefs and anxieties to yourself

you more than double them ; and not only that,

but you are unjust to me. In striving to sug-

gest those things which might divert your mind

without knowing what it is that weighs upon it,

I very often may propose the worst things when

I wish to offer the best. I beseech you, Morley,

tell me all."

" I will, Lieberg—I will," replied Morley. " I

will ; but let us go home first ;" and walking

quickly on by the side of his companion he took

his way to the hotel, where, casting himself into
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a chair, he covered his eyes with his hands for

two or three minutes to collect his thoughts,

and then gave Lieberg a hurried and confused

account of his attachment to Juliet Carr, and all

that had occurred in the course of that true love,

which had run even more roughly than is usually

the case with the troubled course of human af-

fection.

After he had brought his narrative up to

the events of Venice, he paused, and Lieberg

replied—"I had known something of all this,

Morley, but not accurately, and I see I have

made several mistakes in dealing with you. 1

did not know that you loved her so intensely.

You may think me light, but my passions and

attachments are as strong, or stronger than your

own. I believed that you would have acted, if

you truly loved her, as I would have acted

under similar circumstances, that you would have

pursued her, struggled against her resolutions,

combated her arguments, set at nought idle

vows, and ultimately won her for your hap-

piness and for her own. But I forgot, Morley,

that you are less experienced in all things than

I am, and though passion may give the impe-

tus to action, it is experience that must guide it

to success. I forgot this, I say, and fancying

that you loved her with one of those half loves,
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which may be diverted by pleasures and occu-

pations, or swallowed up in another attachment,

I endeavoured to lead your mind upon a course

it could not follow. Now, however, I am con-

vinced that you do love—at least I believe so,

but I shall soon see, by the steps which you

once take when your eyes are open. You

seem to think that she has true affection for you

;

and, though from your agitation now, I suppose

you have seen her again, and that she has once

more treated you with the same cruel coldness,

if you do love her, you will pursue her with that

vigour of determination which will sweep away

all obstacles. There is a might in real passion

to which all inferior things soon bow, and which

woman's heart can never resist, even for an

hour, when once convinced that it is truly pre-

sent. But that conviction cannot be produced

by any sign of weakness,—you must show her

that you love her, as none but strong and

powerful hearts can love. That you are re-

solved to possess her, or to die
"

" Vain, vain, vain !" cried Morley, in bitter-

ness of spirit. " It is all now in vain ; she did

love me ; but driven by some promise extorted

by her father, I suppose, she is now the wife of

another
!"

Lieberg started, and gazed upon him in sur-
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prise, then grasped his arm, and, with his dark

star-hke eyes fixed on his face, exclaimed

—

" Take her from him ! What right has he to

possess her ? Is she not yours ? Yours by the

bond of the heart's aflection—yours by the tie

that is beyond the earth—yours by the union of

spirit with spirit ! Talk not to me of human

laws and ordinances, where the soul itself re-

cognises a rule that is defined. You are her

husband, if with the true intensity of heaven's

own fire you love her and she loves you. You
are her husband, I say, and every hour of her

union with another is adultery. Take her from

him, Morley—take her from him, be he who

he may. Scruple at no means, stop at no pitiful

considerations ; it is due to her as well as to

yourself—it is due to her in every sense. Think,

think of the long and lasting misery that she

must endure. Do you not know—are you not

sure that every hour she must recollect you ?

What human ordinance will blot you out from

her memory ? What empty w^ords, spoken at

an altar, will erase from her heart the husband

of her early dreams. Morley, if you are a lover

—if you are a man—you will spare that sweet,

mistaken girl the hell-fire tenderness of him

whom &hc cannot love !"
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'^ Hush, hush, hush !" cried Morley. " You

will drive me mad !"

" You are mad already, Morlej," replied Lie-

berg, " or you would fly to her at once. You

would show her the brow which she loves,

scathed with the lightning of passion, the form

of him to whom she promised heaven, blighted

by the consuming hell of disappointed affec-

tion. You would call upon her to remedy the

wrong that she has committed—you would urge

her with those words of power, the omnipo-

tent magic of love, to save you from despair,

destruction, and death, and to give you back

the joy of which she has robbed you."

Thus did he proceed, reader, adding to the

words he spoke that overpowering eloquence

of look, gesture, and tone, which has far more

effect than language, but can never be described.

Let it be remembered, too, that this was ad-

dressed to Morley Ernstein at a moment when

the whole powers of his mind were shaken by

the agony he endured, when reason herself tot-

tered on her throne, and despair had broken

down the great prop of all good principle—hope.

He sat and listened, not without a knowledge

that there was wrong and evil in the words he

heard ; but it was but as a man for whom all
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life's joys and expectations are extinct, and

who, in a moment of frenzied desperation, takes

quietly the cup he knows to be poisoned, and

drains it with a bitter smile.

At length, however, he rose, and said, " Lie-

berg, I will leave you for to-night. I cannot

converse with any one—my story is scarcely

told, but a few words' more will do it. She is

married to a man as old as her father—t*^ a

Lord Clavering
"

" Why, he is just gone to England !" ex-

claimed Lieberg.

" I know it," answered Morley, " and has

left her here."

" Fly to her, Morley— fly to her !" cried Lie-

berg, grasping his hand—" fly to her this very

night
!"

^^ No," answered Morley, " no ! Whatever I

do, I must have time for thought."

Thus saying, he left him, and in the silence

and solitude of his own chamber paced up and

down for more than an hour, with the better

spirit within him struggling vehemently against

the spell, but too weak to cast it off by its own

efforts.

" I must fly," he said to himself, at length

—

" I must fly from this man, or he will destroy
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me. I will fly speedil}^, both from him and

from the presence of her who has cast away my
happiness and her own. To-morrow I will

seek for the means, and to-night I will see him

no more. I will throw off his dangerous com-

panionship. To avoid evil is the next thing to

conquering it."

He opened the door to call his servant Adam

Gray ; the old man was sitting at the other

side of the antechamber, and looking eagerly

towards the entrance of his master's room.

" I have knocked twice, sir," he said, " but

you did not hear me."

" I w^as busy with very sad meditations,

Adam," replied his master.

" I thought so, sir," answered the old man,

simply, " for I saw to-day the person who al-

ways causes them—-I wish I might say all
"

" Say nothing, my good Adam— say nothing

upon that subject," replied Morley.

" No ; I must not tell anything now, sir," re-

joined Adam Gray, " but the time will come

for me to speak."

" You said you knocked," continued Morley,

gravely ;
" what do you want ?"

"Why, sir," replied Adam, "there's another

person in Rome besides her ; a person whom
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you will be glad to see, I think ; and who will

be glad enough to see j^ou, poor thing
!"

" Who is that ?" demanded his master ; the

expression, " poor thing," showing him that his

old servant spoke of some person he believed to

be attached to him, and making his mind im-

mediately turn to Veronica. Alas, he never

thought of Helen Barham !

" Why, sir, it is the young lady who was for

some time with Lady Malcolm," replied Adam
Gray. " Miss Barham, or Miss Helen, as her

people always call her. I saw her maid looking

about the town with the courier, about an hour

or two ago, and told them where you were, so

just now the courier brought this note for you."

Morley ordered lights into his room, and

taking the note, read as follows :

—

"My dear Sir;

" Although, under ordinary circumstafices, it

might seem strange for me to ask you to come

to see me, yet I feel that it would show a

want of gratitude were I to be in the same city

with yourself and not tell you that I am here.

But I have another excuse for that which I ac-

knowledge I am very willing to do. You are,

I dare say, aware, by this time, of my poor bro-

voL. iir. o
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ther's death, and that the property which, to

my great regret, he claimed and obtained from

you, has descended to me. There is still, how-

ever, some business to settle in regard to it,

which I am sure he would have wished to

arrange himself as I propose, if his life had

been spared to do so. In regard to these

arrangements, -1 could much wish to speak

with you, as well as to assure you that I am,

ever most truly,

" Your grateful,

" Helen Barham."

" P. S. I will wait at home to-morrow till you

call, unless you let me know that it is incon-

venient to do so on that day."

Morley answered the note at once, and named

the hour, and this return to the ordinary things

of life had some effect in calming his mind

again. Twice he asked himself why Adam
Gray had called Helen "poor thing," but he

turned his thoughts away from the images to

which the reply gave rise.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Pale, haggard, and sick at heart, Morley Ern-

stein rose fi'om his sleepless bed, and made

preparations of various kinds for that speedy

departure, which all the varied trains of thought

that had visited his mind during the night had

but shewn him to be the more necessary. The

next thing to be done was, to announce his deter-

mination to Lieberg, and for that purpose he pro-

ceeded to the saloon, where his companion was

already seated at breakfast. There was a spark-

ling sort of smile upon Lieberg*s countenance

which Morley was never very fond of. He had

often seen it precede conversations that ended or

went on in a painful manner ; but it was Lieberg's

general plan never to commence any subject

himself, except of an ordinary kind, and on

this occasion, as usual, he suffered Morley to

speak first, merely giving him the common salu-

o2
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tation of the morning. Now, as we have shewn,

the character of Morley Ernstein was intimately

mixed of good and evil, but he had one in-

variable quality, which was, frankness; at times

carried too far, perhaps—too far, at least, for his

own eartlil}'^ interest : truth can never be carried

too far for Heaven. In the present case, he

not only told Lieberg his purpose, but he told

him why ; he acknowledged that he feared him ;

that their views on the subject which they had

discussed on the preceding night were as dif-

ferent as light from darkness ; but that he

dreaded lest, under strong temptation, he might

yield, and never cease to regret that he had so

given w^ay.

" I believe, Lieberg," he said, " that you

wish me ^vell, and would direct me to what j^ou

conceive to be happiness. My view of that not-

to-be-found jewel, however, can never be the

same as yours ; and though I thank you much

for your good wishes, yet I must pursue my
own plan."

Morley paid no great attention to his com-

panion's countenance while he spoke, and yet

it w^as worth observing. There was once or

twice a look of displeasure, and once or twice a

look of triumph, especially when the 3'oung

Englishman owned that he feared his influence.
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A scornful smile marked his lip, too, when Mor-

lej spoke of proceeding at once ; but the \A'hole

settled down into an expression of calm, well-

satisfied pride, and he replied, attaching himself,

in the first place, to the words, " My view of

happiness can never be the same as yours,"

—

"You must come to it, Morley," he said

—

*' you must come to it. The time will be, believe

me, when you will find such happiness as mine

the only happiness to be procured. However,

be it as you will ! Take your ow^n way ! Go

to Naples at once, and wait for me there till I

come. I will not be long after you ; and then,

as I shall have nothing to tempt you with, you

may pursue your journey with me in safety,

through the sunny land of Greece, and perhaps

to the brighter and more ardent skies of Syria.

There we shall see whether even your cold

blood may not be warmed into a flame. But

where go you after breakfast ? Let us, at least,

spend this last day of your stay in Rome to-

gether."

" I fear that cannot be," replied Morley ; " I

have various things to do, and have an engage-

ment at eleven ; but after two I am at your

command."

Lieberg bit his lip, but made no reply, and

Morley, as soon as he had finished his breakfast,
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left the saloon, and proceeded to his own cham-

ber. It happened, by the merest accident in

the world, that after he had taken his hat and

gloves, and given some additional orders to

Adam Gray, he went out of his room by another

door, on the side opposite to that which opened

into the common vestibule, and issued forth from

the hotel by a small staircase which he had only

used twice before. It is true that, although he

believed Helen Barham to be now placed by

fortune far above Lieberg's pursuit, yet he felt

no inclination to speak of her being in Rome at

all ; but still, in going out by the back way, he

acted without premeditation, and without ever

dreaming that he would be watched.

Had he gone through the anteroom, however,

he would have seen that Lieberg's valet was

waiting there; and there the man continued

to sit, till Adam Gray came out of Morley's

room, when a few words were interchanged be-

tween the two servants. The valet seemed

surprised, and immediately went in to speak

with his master ; after which the old man's ear

caught a furious imprecation, followed by a

sound, as if the Count in his anger had struck

the table a violent blow with his clenched fist.

In the meanwhile, Morley Ernstein walked on

to the inn where Helen Barham w^as to be
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found, and, on asking for her, was immediately

admitted. She rose as soon as she saw him,

a Httle fluttered and agitated, but with the

mounting colour in her cheeks, the sUght quiver-

ing of her beautiful lip, and the dancing light

in her dark eyes, all adding to that loveliness

which in itself was incomparable. She strove

hard to be calm and placid, and indeed would

sooner have become somewhat cold than other-

wise, but it was a difficult thing for Helen Bar-

ham to be so. I have heard people called

creatures of impulse, but she was a creature of

emotions— tender, fine, high, noble, but still

trembling, like a finely-balanced lever, at the

lightest touch. She could not restrain her

feelings ; and as Morley met her, she looked so

happy with her resplendent beauty, with all her

wild grace, with light, and soul, and tenderness,

in her eyes—she seemed to possess so much of

everything that God can give to content the

utmost expectations of a human creature, that

Morley was forced to ask himself again why it

was the old man had called her " Poor thing
!"

Morley fell into a very common error, notwith-

standing all his own experience. It is, that we

always make a mistake as to the source of hap-

piness. It springs from within, and not from

without. It is the water that gushes from the
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rock of our own hearts, not the rain that dimples

the stream, adding but a few drops to the current.

" I am most delighted to see you," said Mor-

ley, taking the hand she offered ; " and though

I know you must feel the loss of your brother

deeply, yet I must still congratulate you on your

accession to the fortune you now possess. I

was alwa3^s sure, my dear Miss Barham, that

you would do honour to high station and ex-

tensive means, and I thank God that I see you

now possessed of them !"

" If I had had either voice or choice in the

matter," replied Helen, earnestly, " I never

would have become possessed of them in such

a way. A very small portion Avould have con-

tented me ; and the superabundance which I do

possess is rather a burden than otherwise, espe-

cially as I feel that, to have taken it from you, is

to have turned our heel against our benefactor."

" Not at all," answered Morley Ernstein. " It

was perfectly your brother's right ; and as soon

as I became convinced that it was so, I could not

have held the estate for a single hour. Neither

did your brother behave at all unhandsomely

in any of the proceedings regarding it
"

" Nay—nay," said Helen, holding up her

hand—" though he did not, Sir Morley, and I

believe would ultimately have done what Avas
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right, yet his lawyers did behave unhandsomely

in his name ; but I have immediately taken

means to remedy what was amiss."

" I do not know what you have done, my
dear Miss Barham," said Morley, with a smile

;

" but I trust and hope that your kind and ge-

nerous feelings have not induced you to undo

anything that has been settled. What the law

gives you, is yours ; and as far as I am con-

cerned in the matter, I cannot consent to your

making any sacrifice— honour and common

honesty forbid me ; and now, having said this,

let me enquire what it is that you have done ?"

Helen was sitting beside him on the sofa,

and for a moment she raised her bright eyes to

his, with a look of internal satisfaction mingled

with regard; which, if Morley had chosen to

translate it, might have been read—"I have

done that which gives me the highest delight,

because you must and will approve it." But

she did not answer exactly in those words, and

withdrew her eyes again immediately, with a

sigh, and a look of sadness, as if she saw some-

thing in Morley's countenance which she had

not remarked before.

" What I have done," she said, "is only what is

just and riglit. There has been no generosity

—

no flights of what people call fine feeling in it

;

o 3
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and I think you will confess at once that it is

so, and not give me the greatest pain, by re-

fusing to accede to that which your own heart

will tell you is just, merely because it is pro-

posed to you by a person whom you have

already loaded with benefits. I think," she

added, in a lower, but not less eager tone, " you

would not willingly make me very unhappy."

*' God forbid !" replied Morlcy, warmly.

** What is there that I would not do to make

you happy?"

Helen's cheek became a little pale, and, for a

moment, she did not answer ; but finding that

he paused also, she said—" The fact is, simply,

this : the property which my brother claimed,

and recovered was bought from my grand-

father, who, I am told, was the most careless

and thoughtless of men. He did not, I am

sure, intend to defraud your father, and acted

without consideration. But, at all events, your

father paid ninety-three thousand pounds for

the estate ; and the lawyers tell me, that if my
grandfather had been still living, you could

have claimed and recovered that sum from him.

It is but just, then, that I should pay it back

to you, and I have told the people in Lon-

don, to place it immediately in the hands

of your friend, Mr. Hamilton.— Nay, now,"
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she added, " do not look grave and thoughtful

—^your heart teils you that what I propose is

right."

" But—" said Morley Ernstein.

"Nay, nay," interrupted Helen, playfully;

" I will have no huts. Tell me. Sir Morley, in

former days—to remember which, connected

with your kindness, will always be most dehght-

ful to me—did I not ever do what you told me,

as soon as I was convinced that it was right ?"

"You did, indeed," said Morley, with a

smile ;
" but I wish first to be sure whether this

is really right ?"

" What would you do if you were in my

place ?" demanded Helen.

"As you have done," answered Morley.

" Ay, and perhaps more," said Helen. " You

would do all that I should wish to do, but dare

not offer, because I know you would reject it

angrily."

"Not angrily—not angrily, with you," ex-

claimed Morley ; " but firmly. You have

already done as much, and more, than the most

generous feeling could dictate ; and as I believe

it is a pleasure to you to do it, I will not refuse

to accept what you propose, though I see that you

do not know the whole circumstances. Let me

tell you, then, my dear Miss Barham, what
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they are, in some degree; for if you feel a

pleasure in doing a generous act, the satisfac-

tion will be doubled when you know that act

relieves one who has the greatest regard for

you from a severe embarrassment.''

He then explained to her, that the only

means he had found of paying the large claims

against him were, to assign the rents of almost

all his landed property, to dismiss his servants,

to curtail his expenditure, and to live upon an

income comparatively small and pitiful. Helen's

cheek first grew pale, and then burned with the

hue of crimson ; and as he went on she burst

into a bitter flood of tears, exclaiming—" And
we have done this !—we have done this !"

Morley took her hand, and pressed his lips

upon it, saying— "Others have done it, and

were not to blame. You have remedied it all,

and how am I to thank you ?"

" Oh, no, no !" she exclaimed—" I have not

remedied it all ; I fear that I still am robbing

you—robbing you of that fortune which you

used so nobly ; and that, too, when I owe you

everything— life, and more than life ; for in the

state I was when you found me, I could not

have lived long, and should not only have died,

but have died with shame and misery I—Ah !

you cannot tell, Sir Morley," she continued,
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"how much sooner I would be a pensioner

upon your bounty for a small pittance to sup-

ply my daily wants, than take from my bene-

flictor that property which I cannot but feel of

right is his."

" Not so, indeed !" answered Morley Ernstein

;

"it is not mine, Helen. It was of right your

brother's, and is yours. I scarcely know, indeed,

whether I am justified in not following out the

plan that I had first proposed, and paying you

all. But as you wish it, I will not insist upon

that point ; and now, tell me how you are, and

let me hear all that has happened to you since

we met,"

" Why, 1 am well," replied Helen, wiping

away the tears which still felt inclined to flow

;

" well, and yet not quite well. But speak of

yourself—I scarcely dare to ask how you are,

for I see that you are ill. Sir Morley."

" I must not have you call me by that name,"

said Morley Ernstein ; " after the strange way

in which our fate has been linked together, we

can but look upon each other as brother and

sister; and if you will let me, Helen, I will be

a brother to you instead of him that you have

lost."

"You have been a better brother already,"

replied Helen ; " but you do not say, if you arc
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ill ; and jct I am sure you are, for you are so

changed."

" I have had much to pain me, Helen," an-

swered Morley Emstein ;
" very much."

" I know it—I know it,'' said Helen ; " and

it has been our doing—Morley."

The last word she pronounced after a mo-

ment's hesitation, and in so low a tone that he

scarcely heard it; but yet the blood came up

into her cheek, as if she had told him that she

loved him.

" It was not on that account, Helen, that I

have grieved," he replied. " Fortune could never

disturb my night's repose ; but there have been

many other things pressing heavily upon my
mind."

Helen cast down her eyes, and replied not

;

but the paleness that crept over her counte-

nance might well shew that there were some

emotions busy at her heart. Morley Ernstein

was silent, too, for there was a light breaking

upon him, to which he would have fain been

bUnd. At length, Helen spoke, saying, with

an effort—" I was in hopes I should have heard

of your being very happy."

" It is quite the reverse, Helen," he answered.

" Those bright days, which you once saw me

enjoy, are past away for ever, and I have no-
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thing left but to fly from myself, and from her

who might have made my happiness, and has

made me miserable."

" Oh, no, no !" cried Helen ;
" do not say so."

" Yes, indeed !" replied Morley Ernstein.

" It is on that account I quit Rome to-morrow.

Are you aware that she is in this city ?"

" Who ?—Juliet Carr ?" exclaimed Helen.

" She who was Juliet Carr," replied Morley,

bitterly ; " now. Countess of Clavering."

Helen started from her seat, and clasping her

hands, gazed wildly in Morley's countenance.

" It is impossible !" she cried ; and then sinking

down upon the sofa again, she buried her face

in her hands, murmuring some words that

Morley did not hear, while the crimson was

seen dying her temples, and her fine small ear.

What were the mingled emotions that at that

moment possessed her ?—Who can say ? She

herself was not aware; so strange, so compli-

cated, so contending were they.

The first thing that roused her, was Morley's

voice :
" You say it is impossible, Helen," he

replied. "I begin to think all things possible.

When those whom we love best, and to whom, of

all the world, we have given least cause to treat

us ill, destroy our peace, betray our trust, cast

away our love, and even sacrifice themselves
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for sordid motives, what may we not believe

next?"

" O, you wrong her—you wrong her !" cried

Helen Barham, raising her head, and speaking

with enthusiastic eagerness. " You wrong her,

Morley, most assuredly. There is something in

this that you do not know—some cause she has

for her conduct which will justify it, I am sure;

or, at least, will palliate it. She may never be

yours, but you must not cease to esteem her.

I will take upon me to say, that she has not

acted thus without some powerful, some over-

powering motive."

"You judge her by your own heart, Helen,"

replied Morley. " No coronet would tempt

you to such a union as this."

Helen would not be ungenerous, even by re-

maining silent, and she replied, eagerly, " You
are wrong—you are wrong. She does love

you,—she has ever loved yon. She loves you

still, whatever duty may say ; and, though she

may struggle to forget you, bound as she is to

another, yet the struggle will be in vain, and

will be more than a sufficient punishment for

any weakness she may have shewn."

Poor Helen Barham knew not that whilst she

fancied she was but doing justice to Juliet,'and

soothing the agonized feelings of Juhet's lover.
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she was by every word giving force and vigour

to the most terrible temptation which Morley

had ever undergone. There seemed to be some-

thing pecuUar in Lieberg's evil suggestions

—

something which made them resemble those

of Satan himself. Every accidental circum-

stance gave them additional venom, and even

words which were the most repugnant to all

that is wrong, stirred them up in greater viru-

lence and power than ever. Morley put his

hands over his eyes, as if to shut out the tempta-

tion ; but after a moment's pause, he rose,

saying—" Helen, I must leave you. I will set

out for Naples this very day, if it be possible.

I take it for granted that your steps will soon be

bent thither also. You must let me know when

you arrive, for I believe the only society from

which I could derive comfort and consolation,

would be yours."

As he spoke he took Helen's hand, bidding

her adieu, and she left it in his, gazing with an

anxious and sympathizing look in his counte-

nance, and thinking more of his sorrow than of

the sweet and gratifying words that he addressed

to herself.

" I will see Juliet," she said, " before I come.

I believe that I can induce her to tell me all.

You shall hear her motives as she gives them
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to me, for I would fain restore to her your

esteem."

" Let it be as it is, Helen," replied Morley,

solemnly ; " for it is less dangerous for me to

despise her than to love her still."

Thus saying he left her, and was hurrying

home, with his thoughts so agitated that he

scarcely remarked a man who stood in his way

at the bottom of the stairs, till Harry Martin

stopped him, by pronouncing his name.

" I am afraid. Sir Morley," he said, as soon

as the other paused—" I am afraid I gave you

some offence by what I said to you in Germany,

about some one that you trust. Now I
"

" You did, my good friend !" replied Morley

;

" but I was wrong, and you were right. All

that is over—my eyes are opened, and I trust

no more."

"That's right—that's right!" cried Harry

Martin. " All may go well, then, and you may

be as happy as the day is long ; for if ever man

was loved by an angel, you are, by one not very

far from here."

"Hush!" cried Morley; "hush! You are

mistaken altogether;" and, turning away, he

hurried back as fast as possible to his own hotel,

and quitted Rome ere the day was many hours

older.
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CHAPTER XIX.

A MONTH passed in Naples, and Morley strove

to drown recollection, to drown thought, to

drown the ringing echo of the tempter's words,

to quell, by any means, the struggle that still

went on in his heart—the longing, eager, ardent

desire to fly to Juliet Carr, to tell her, with

all the impetuous madness of intense passion,

that he loved her still, to shew her that she had

destroyed his peace for ever, and to leave her to

decide, whether he were to live with her or to

die by his own hand. He knew that it was

frenzy—he knew that it was crime. With as

much courage as any ancient warrior ever

strove, he fought> against the host of dark

temptations that beset him, in the vain hope

that time would mitigate the intensity of his
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feelings ; but time brought no balm—his heart

knew no relief. The gay and gabbling crowd

in the ball-room, the palace, and the theatre,

distracted not his attention for a moment.

With difficulty, even for a few minutes, did he

fix his attention upon all the objects of ancient

art, which formerly would have amused his

fancy. The political strife of various parties

which at that time convulsed all Europe, scarcely

roused his mind from the bitter memories that

were in his heart, to give it even a thought ; and

Morley's sole delight soon became to sail over

the deep blue sea of the bay, gazing in melan-

choly listlessness upon the waters, and longing

for a quiet abode beneath the rolling of those

sunshiny waves.

It soon, however, grew a weariness and a

pain to him, to be forced, even during a part of

the day, to see and hear the merry multitudes of

the siren city. The coarse and glaring vice, the

utter moral degradation of almost all classes, the

miserable laziness and destitution of the lower

orders, the frivolous wickedness of the higher,

all became an offence to his eyes ; and he deter-

mined, at length, to get rid of the whole, and to

remove to some distance from Naples, although

there was one employment for a part of his day.
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which could not be obtained without difficult}^,

anywhere but in the city. It may seem strange

that this his sole occupation was the examination

of almost all the principal London journals. But

there was only one part of those journals into

which he looked—only one name that he sought

for. It was the name of Lord Clavering. From

time to time, he found it amongst those of the

most diligent attendants upon parliamentary du-

ties. Morley read no more that day when he had

once seen the name. He perused not the speech

to which it was attached, nor examined the

nature of the petition which the earl presented.

He could not hate him more than he did, and

he did not wish to hate him less; but still, to

know that he was afar, that he was not in the

same land with Juliet Carr, was something.

He resolved, at length, as I have said, to quit

the city, and take up his abode at such a dis-

tance that he could continually send into

Naples for intelligence, without setting his foot

within the walls itself The generous though

just act of Helen Barham having removed the

necessity for economy, Morley could indulge at

ease whatever fancies suited his humour best

at the time ; and, rowing along the shores of the

bay towards Sorrento, he pitched upon a solitary

villa, not far from that place, towards Castela-
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mare, as the house he should like to hire. It

was seated upon the high rocky ground, and

was visible from the sea ; but on enquiring at

the latter town, he found that there was no road

to it but a mule-path, and that it was inhabited

by the Italian family to whom it belonged. The

latter difficulty, however, was speedily removed

;

gold was an object to the Italians, and none to

Morley ; and, while he had his boat, he needed

no other road but the waves.

In this new abode, then, was he soon fixed,

and certainly a lovelier scene never soothed

the disappointed heart. The view over the

bay was beyond description ; a deep indenta-

tion of the shore brought the profound waters

up to the very foot of the rock under the

villa, and one of those arching caves, of which

there are so many on the Sorrentine shores,

admitted the sea still farther, so that a flight of

steps from the house itself, similar to those near

the villa Cocumella, led down by a subterranean

passage to the verge of the bay ; and Morley's

boat could be brought in under the very crag on

which his dwelling stood. A little farther on,

however, a winding path, ornamented by some

tall cypresses, led down to the shore, which was

strewed at that spot with ruins ofvarious ancient

buildings, and covered almost to the edge of
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the sea with all the wild flowers and rich creep-

ing plants of that climate, while here and there

the gigantic aloe had planted itself, giving a

peculiar character to the picture, produced by

no other European plant. High hills lay up be-

hind; and, along the shore on both sides, appeared

all that variety of rock, and precipice, and smooth

descent, and soft sloping bank, which every one

who has rounded that headland must remem-

ber. We will not dwell farther upon a descrip-

tion of the place, but will only add, that the

usual drawback to all Italian scenery was found

not far oif, as one approached Sorrento, in nu-

merous stone walls and narrow roads, forming a

sort of labyrinth, which required some degree

of knowledge and experience to escape from, in

the attempt to find freer space upon the moun-

tain tops beyond.

Here Morley dwelt in comparative peace

for about a fortnight, with his establishment

restored to its former scale, and moreover in-

creased by six rowers for his boat, to whom
one of the cottages in the vineyard was assigned

as an abode. Although so grave and sad,

he had contrived to make himself loved even

by the light-hearted Neapolitans in his ser-

vice. There are few people more really sen-

sible of dignified and graceful manners than the
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lower classes ; . and as we have already shown,

there was a peculiar charm in the young Eng-

lishman's deportment, which only derived a

greater interest from the gloom that had

fallen over him. He was kind-hearted, and

generous, too, and the only efforts that now

seemed to interest him strongly, were those

tending to increase the comfort and happiness

of the people about him. He taught them to

obey him promptly, to attend, even in their

lightness, to his smallest sign or word ; but he

taught them also to respect, admire, and love

him.

Old Adam Gray, too—though, to say sooth,

he was not fond of the Italians—was a favourite

amongst them, and they were always ready to

shew him his way hither and thither, keeping

up with him as he went along— partly by signs,

partly by words—long conversations, of which

neither party understood one-third.

It was thus one day, while his master was out

sailing in the bay, that the old man had found

his way to Sorrento, accompanied by one of the

Neapolitan servants, named Giacchino, who un-

derstood somewhat more of English than the

rest. He had gazed about upon the houses and

villas, had gone down to see the remains of

antiquity that protrude in some places from the
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cliffs, and had bought a basket of fruit from

one of the old women of the town, when sud-

denly—while he was yet counting out the in-

terminable small pieces of coin, which seem

invented, in several of the Italian States, for

the torment of the passing traveller—he drop-

ped a whole handful of them, exclaiming—
" Good heavens, Mrs. Martin !—is that you ?

What could bring you to Italy ?"

The person he addressed was a very pretty

young woman, dressed in mourning, and her

reply was simple enough, that she had followed

her husband thither.

" Oh, I understand—I understand !" said

Adam Gray ;
^' though how he got out of York

Castle I do not comprehend."

" No, you do not understand it at all," re-

plied Jane. " My husband got out of York

Castle by being pronounced innocent. But if

you will come up to the villa just upon the hill,

he will tell yow the whole story himself. He
came here out of Germany with dear Miss

Helen, and I think he would like to see you,

for we told him how kind 3^ou had been."

Without more ado, Adam Gray picked up

the Mien mone}^ and followed the young

Englishwoman, leaving his Italian companion,

'' VOL. HI. P
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Giacchino, talking witli a number of men in

pointed hats, and somewhat Calabrese attire,

who had come in with the apparent purpose of

selling fruit and small birds. When Giacchino

joined them, however, they were engaged in

gossiping away the time with a man in the habit

of a courier, whom Adam Gray had seen more

than once before loitering about the doors of

their inn at Rome, where he had filled the post

of occasional i^alet cle flace.

We need not pause upon the interview be-

tween Adam Gray and the party at the villa to

which he was conducted ; but he found that

Harry Martin w^as still in attendance upon

Helen Barham, not being able, he said, to make

up his mind to leave her, always fancying that

some mischief would happen, if he were not

near to take care of her.

" It's a strange whim of mine," he said, "but

I can't get rid of it. However, I know that

Miss Helen sent a note to your master at

Naples yesterday, and when I can see her with

plenty of kind friends about her I shall be con-

tent, and think her safe."

Adam Gray remained for a full hour at the

villa, and, before he went, begged to pay his

respects to Helen herself, who sent a message

by him to Morley, telling him where she was,
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and adding that she had something of import-

ance to communicate to him, if he could call

upon her the next day.

On returning to the spot where he had left

his companion, the old man found the Neapo-

litan still laughing and chattering with the rest,

and they proceeded on their way homeward

together, both somewhat thoughtful, though

the natural buoyancy of the Italian's spirit

would not suffer him to bear the silence quite

so long as the native of a more taciturn land.

" Those fellows will do some mischief before

they are out of Sorrento," he said ; " and that

devil of a courier will lead them into no

good."

" Ha !" cried Adam Gray, " do you know

those people, then, Giacchino ? Pray who may
they be who are so mischievously disposed ?"

"Why, that tall, good-looking fellow," replied

the man, "was the head of the banditti that used

to rob about Nocera and Salerno, and sometimes

almost up to Portici on the other side. He
gave it up of his own accord when the bands

were put down, and is now a very good gar-

dener. The rest are friends of his,'' he added,

with a shrewd gesticulation, which conveyed

the full sense of what he meant.

p2
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" And the courier ?'' demanded Adam Gray.

" Pray who is he ?"

" Oh, he has come with some Enghshman,"

repUed Giacchino—" a Count something or an-

other, which would break an Italian's teeth to

speak."

" There you are mistaken," exclaimed Adam

Gray. " We have no counts in England,

Master Giacchino, though there are viscounts

enough in all conscience. But pray what w^as

he doing with the banditti ?—going to sell his

master to them ?"

^^ No, no," replied Giacchino ; " he said his

master would like to see them, and talk to them.

It seems that he is fond of such fishes."

In such conversation they plodded on their

way, till they reached the dwelling of the

young Englishman, and the old man, leaving

his companion below, proceeded through all

the open doors and corridors of an Italian

house, till he reached the room w^here Morley

iisually sat. He entered without ceremony, but

was not a little surprised to find that his master

was not alone.

Morley was standmg with his hand leaning

on the back of a chair, his brow knit, and his

teeth closed, while Lieberg appeared within

three or four paces, wnth his arms folded on his
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chest, his head erect, and his dark eyes flashing

hke a thunder-cloud. What had previously

taken place, no one ever heard, but it was clear

that angry words had already passed between

them.

" Your language, Sir Morley Ernstein," said

Lieberg, " is well nigh insulting, and must not

be repeated."

*'I have told you, Count Lieberg," replied Mor-

ley, " the plain truth, for which truth you pressed

me. Having to thank you for some kindness,

nothing can be farther from my wish than to insult

3'ou ; but, at the same time, you must not urge

me too far. Your advice I relish not; and

though I do not, as you insinuate, pretend to

anything like perfect purity of thought, word,

or action—God forbid that I should be such a

hypocrite !—and though I may yield to tempta-

tion, when it comes upon me, as weakly as any

man, yet I will never calmly and deliberately

lay out a plan for seducing a woman from that

faith to which she has sworn at the altar. When
I said that I should consider myself a villain if

I did so, I had a reference to my own feelings

and my own principles, in direct opposition to

which I have no riorht to act. You sec theo

matter in a different light, and I pretend not to

criticise or to censure your views or your
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actions. The temptation may come, and I may

fall, as you say ; I fear it might be so—I am

sure it might be so ; but I will never seek the

temptation myself."

" You will repent," replied Lieberg, still

frowning on him—" you will repent your lan-

guage towards me this night—I am better as a

friend than an enemy."

" You drive me, sir, to say harsh things,"

answered Morley, sternly ; "but I fear you less

as the latter than the former. One word more.

Count Lieberg, before you go," he added, as

Lieberg turned towards the door. I have this

morning received a letter from a lady, whom I

find you have seen oftener than I believed. I

do not understand all that she means ; but Miss

Barham places the name of Count Lieberg so

close to the term— ' a man who persecutes me,'

that, as we part apparently not soon to meet

again, it may be as well to say, that I look

upon that lady as a sister, will protect her as

such, and will treat any man who insults or

injures her, as I would one who wronged my
nearest relation."

Lieberg's lip curled with a sarcastic smile.

" Your knight-errantry, Sir Morley," he said,

" may lead you into scrapes ; but you are a very

wise and prudent young man, and doubtless
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will extricate yourself delicately from all em-

barrassments. As you have added a word to

me, however, I must add one to you. It shall

be a short one, for the evening sky is beginning

to turn grey, and I must seek a more hospitable

roof. It is this—do not cross my path, or I will

blast you like a withered leaf; and so, good

night
!"

With his usual calm, firm step, Lieberg de-

scended the stairs, and quitted the villa. Mor-

ley's eyes flashed ; but old Adam Gray hastened

to interpose, telling his master all that he had

seen and heard during that afternoon.

" This is very strange !" said Morlcy, musing,

" Send the man, Giacchino, to me—or, stay,

ask him yourself, if the name the courier men-

tioned v.as that of Count Lieberg. He may be

meditating some harm to that poor girl, and

yet I must not— dare not go to Sorrento myself.

Go, good Adam, and enquire. It is all very

strange !—That Juliet should come to Sorrento,

when she knows that I am so near !—It seems

as if it were my fate to be doomed to do wrong,

even when I labour to avoid it.—I will not go !'>

Old Adam Gray came back in a moment,

saying that Giacchino was quite sure that the

name of Count Lieberg was the one he had

heard ; and Morlcy, seriously alarmed, instantly
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took means to warn Helen of the vague, but

not unfounded apprehensions which he enter-

tained, lie sent the peasant who farmed the

estate attached to the villa, and two of his own

servants, over to Sorrento, with orders to stay

with the young lady, and give her protection

during the night ; and after explaining his mo-

tives for this step in a short note, he added

—

*' I would have come myself at once, but that

you tell me Juliet and her party from Sicily

are about to join you this day at Sorrento.

Dear Helen, I must never see her more, for I

dare not trust myself. I am tempted in a way

that you cannot divine ; and I must fly from

that temptation, lest even greater misfortunes

fall upon her and me. Keep the men I send,

till Juliet comes; after that, her servants, added

to your own, will, I trust, ensure your safety."

*• Now dispatch the people (piickly, good

Adam," said Morley, giving him the note;

^' but, above all things, bid them keep a horse

saddled, and let me know if anything important

occurs at Sorrento. They can be over here in

less than ten minutes. Have all our men pre-

pared for whatever may occur ; and see if there

be not some more horses to be procured in the

ncighl)ourhood. If so, let them be brought in.

We might have to ride over in haste."
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CHAPTER XX.

LiEBERG had not said true when he declared

that the evening sky was beginning to turn grey.

It was purple that it grew, that intense deep

purple which is only to be seen in southern

skies, where the sunshine seems to infuse a tint

of gold into the azure of the heaven, rendering

it like the lazuli stone, in which the sparks of the

metal may be seen through the fine hue of the

gem. More and more red was every moment

mingled with the blue, till the western horizon,

where it lay upon the waters, glowed as if with

intense fire, which seemed to catch the waves

themselves, and all the distant sea was in a

flame. The splendour of the hour, however,

was unseen by the eyes of Morley Ernstein—

^

but I use, perhaps, a wrong expression, it was

p 3
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not altogether unseen ; and though I am so near

the end of my history, where events press for at-

tention rather than scenes or sensations, I must

still pause for a moment to show how he saw

without seeing, and felt without perceiving.

When Lieberg had left him, and his orders

had been given, he went forth from the house

with his heart full of strong emotions. He
stood upon the promontory over the cave, and

gazed, or seemed to gaze, across the wide world

of waters, lighted by the sotting sun. Though

he had heard many things that day to interest

and occupy him—though he had learned that

Veronica had abandoned the world and taken

the veil, and that Juhet was once more drawing

near—his mind was fixed upon himself, and

upon the act he had just done—an act as great

and important to him and to his future fate as

if he had conquered a kingdom. He had broken

a tie, bound round him by circumstances with

such close and intimate folds, that it had ap-

peared as if it could never be totally dis-

severed. He had cast off a fatal companionship-

for ever, which had endured already too long.

By a strong effort of determination, he had

repudiated a society which seemed destined to

corrupt all the pure current of his blood, like

he envenomed garment of Alcides, though
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happily for himself he had thrown it from him

before it had entered into his llesh.

He stood, then, upon that promontory with

his head erect, and his arms folded on his broad

chest, feeling that he had done a right and a

great act, that he had executed a strong and high

determination, and deriving from the very fact

the conscious dignity which the powerful per-

formance of a wise resolution always imparts to

the human mind. He marked not the sunset and

its splendour—he marked not the illuminated

ocean, or the classic shores in their purple

shadows—he marked not the fire of the western

sky, or the clouds glowing into a blaze above,

but the whole sank into his spirit through the

eye, and seemed to elevate his own sensations

more and more by the harmonious tone of every

thing; around. He felt that it was in such a

scene, in such a climate, in such an hour, that

man might well do deeds worthy of his immortal

soul. That under the eye of Heaven, and with

the brightest of Heaven's works on every side,

he might well purify his heart of its dross, and

cast from him every baser thing. It was not

unseen, then, all the loveliness that surrounded

him ; it was not unfelt ; but, in the busy turmoil

of his own thoughts, it was unmarked.

Ere the sun had quite gone down, however,
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his mind became more calm, he recollected

where he stood, he ran his eye along the line of

coast, he raised it to the sky above, he gazed

pensively at the sea below his feet, and marked

the long, bow-like sails that skimmed across the

waters towards the resting-place for the night.

The whole bay and the sea beyond it were

alive with boats, and Morley Ernstein thought

—

" Amongst all those is probably one that bears

to the same shore with myself, her who, I once

believed, was to be my leading star to every

high act and noble purpose ; but who has left

me in darkness and despair. Over those waters,

her bark is steering, and, perhaps, her mind no

longer with the eye of memory sees him whom
she once loved, any more than her corporeal

eye beholds mc here. How calm everything

is—how tranquil ! and that small cloud, catching

the last rays of the sun, glows like the conscious

cheek of love. I wonder why all the boats are

hurrying into Naples I This seems to me the

very hour for lingering on the sea. I will go

out and sail again ;" and as he thus thought, he

beckoned one of his boatmen, whom he saw on

the beach below, to come up by the steps in

the rock and speak with him. Ere the man

could reach him, howcvnr, a change had come

over the whole scene. The waves in the bay
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became crested with white foam— a sudden

rushing sound was heard. Then came a Hght

breath of air ; and then a number of orange

trees and large oleanders, which were ranged

upon the terrace of the villa, were levelled with

the ground in a moment by a violent gust of

wind. Morley himself, strong and powerful as

he was, was obliged to catch at a great ilex for

support.* Leaves and branches were torn up

and whirled away, and a thin, dusty film was

carried suddenly over sea and land, not sufficient

to intercept the sight, but to render all the

lately glowing features of the scene grey and sad.

Whistling and screaming through the branches

of the trees, over the rocks and stones, and

through the windows and porticos, the storm

rushed on ; and the Neapolitan servants ran

hither and thither, closing the windows, and in-

creasing the din and confusion by their shouts,

and outcries, and gesticulations. As soon as

he had somewhat recovered himself, Morley

placed his back against the tree, the large

branches of which were waving to and fro like

reeds, and gazed out upon the sea. When he

* Lei no reader suppose tliat eillier ilie suddenness or the

violence of tliis f>torm is ex;iggeraled ; such is by no means

the case.
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last looked in that direction, he had seen a

vessel, apparently steering from Capri, and sail-

ing gallantly on towards Lorento. He had

then regarded it with that indefinite feeling of

interest which often attaches to one particular

thing, amongst many similar ones, we cannot

tell why or wliercfore. Perhaps it was a thought

which casually struck him that Juliet might be

on board of that polacca, which caused him to

look at the vessel I have mentioned more in-

tently than any of the rest. But whatever it

might ])e, she had formed a beautiful oljject in

the view, with all sails set, and the last red

light of the sun dying her canvas with bright

crimson. When he turned his eyes towards

her again, however, now that the squall was

raging with such fury, he could hardly believe

she was the same ship. One of her masts was

gone, and seemed to lay over the side, only

attached to the vessel by the cordage. It was

evident that the crew were taking in sail, and

endeavouring to ease her in every way ; but

while Morley still gazed, the other mast went

overboard, and she lay a complete log on the

water, with the gale still blowing tremendously

and dead upon the shore, and the night coming

rapidly on.
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Climbing slowly up the stairs in the rock,

the boatman, to whom Morley had beckoned,

now approached him with difficulty, and the

young Englishman, pointing to the vessel in

distress, asked if he knew what she was. He
replied that she was some Sicilian polacca, and

that he had seen her lying off Capri, while they

were out sailing in the morning.

^' She'll not see another day rise," added the

man. " Many a poor sinner has gone to purga-

tory already to-night. Did you see that felucca

upset and go down, sir, just as she was getting

round the point ?"

" No," answered Morley, " no ; but we must

not leave that ship to perish. You must get

out the boat— I will go off to her."

The man laughed at the very idea. It is true,

the wind was blowing dead upon the land, the

sea running tremendously high, the gale scarcely

abated at all of its fury, the night coming on

dark and stormy, and the heavens looking totally

unlike the pure, clear, star-lit skies that had hung

above them for the last six weeks. While he

was still arguing with his master, however, a

faint, distant flash, and the booming roar of a

gun from the polacca, appealed to the heart of

the young Englishman for help ; and assuming a
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somewhat sterner tone, he bade the man gather

together his companions and prepare the boat,

in the language of command. He obe^^ed so far

as collecting together the rest of the boatmen

went, but no progress was made in getting the

boat ready, and they remained drawn into a

knot, talking eagerly and gesticulating violently,

screaming, shouting, grinning, laughing, and

almost weeping, in a manner that can only be

seen in Italy.

Morley waited for a minute or two with some

impatience, and then approaching them, used

every means that the reader may conceive to

induce them to acconipan}^ him. He succeeded

so far, at length, that one of the younger men

yielded, and declared he would go, if the

padrone would but stay a quarter of an hour to

let the wind go down. Such a s(j[uall, he said,

never lasted long, and at all events it would be

more moderate. The consent of one soon

brought that of the rest, and Morley ordered

them, in the meantime, to make every prepara-

tion. Hoping, perhaps, that he would change

his purpose, they contrived to extend the quar-

ter of an hour to nearly double that time, not-

withstanding all their master's impatience and

reiterated commands, while the darkness in-



MORLF.Y ERNSTEIN. 329

creased, and gun after gun told tlie dangerous

situation of the vessel, and each showed, by the

greater brightness of the flash and loudness of

the sound, that she was driving rapidly upon

the rocky coast.

At length, however, an effort w^as made, the

boat was pushed out of the cove, and rowed

through the calmer water of the little bay. A
tremendous sea was still running beyond, al-

though the violence of the wind had certainly

somewhat diminished; and old Adam Gray,

who, wdthout a word, had w^atched the pro-

ceedings of his master, knowing too well that

the attempt to restrain him would be in vain,

now^, from the top of the rock, gazed at the boat

rushing out into the waves, and kept his eyes

upon it till it w^as lost to his sight amidst the

dark struggling w^aters. He tried to catch it

again, but in vain : all was dim upon the face

of the sea ; and then turning his eyes towards

the spot where the signals of distress, from time

to time, showed the position of the polacca, he

remained with his grey hair floating in the

wind, and his heart full of sad and anxious •

apprehensions.

After a time the fuing ceased, and the old

man muttered to himself—" They have cither
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reached her, or she has gone down." Then

came the longest and most terrible space of ex-

pectation. Everything was darkness around;

the only sound that interrupted the silence was

the fierce rushing of the wind, which still con-

tinued to blow with awful fury ; the sky at the

same time was covered with clouds, so that no

light fell upon the waters, and the only sight

that met the eyes of old Adam Gray, as he

gazed down from above, was the white foaming

tops of the waves, which seemed boiling as in a

caldron.

" I wonder," he thought, " if I w ere to pile

up a beacon here, whether he would understand

what it meant ? At all events it would shew

him the villa and the rocks, so as to enable him

to steer. I will try it at all risks ;" and calling

to several of the other servants, who were down

below looking out as well as himself, he made

them gather together a quantity of old wood

which had been left in a corner of the vine-

yard, and, with one or two decayed olive-trees,

which had just been cut down, a fire was soon

lighted on the extreme verge of the rock, and in

about ten minutes spread its red glare far and

wdde.

Perhaps the good man expected that, be-
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sides giving light to any one who might be

wandering over the surface of the waters, it

would enable him also to see what was passing

on the waves below ; but in this he was mis-

taken, and for a quarter of an hour longer he

watched in vain. During that time the wind

subsided still more, and at length Adam Gray

thought he heard his master's voice raised

loudly. A moment after, a slight flash, like

that of a pistol, was seen in the little bay, and

the rocks around echoed with the report.

" Quick ! light the torches—light the torches
!"

cried the old man ; and, taking one of the flam-

beaux which he had brought out, he ran down

the steps through the rock, to the place where

the boat was usually hauled up. The other

servants followed, but before they reached the

shore the grating sound of her keel was heard,

and the first sight presented to the eyes of

Adam Gray was his master, pale and dripping,

carrying across the narrow ledge of rock the

form of a lady, whose face rested on his

shoulder, while her arms were clasped tightly

round him.

The blaze of the torches seemed to rouse her,

or else it was some words that Morlcy whis-

pered, for she raised her head, exclaiming

—
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" Now, now, Morlej, set me down ! There are

others need your care."

"Not yet," said Morley; "not till you are

under shelter. This, at least, I have a right to

do. Light us up the rock, good Adam; the

rest stay here till you have got out the other

women. Captain," he added, speaking in Italian

to a tall, athletic man, who had sprung to the

shore after him—" take care of your own people,

and follow us to the villa. Are you sure the

other boat went down r"

" I saw it sink," replied the man, in a sad tone ;

and hurrying on up the steps, with Juliet in his

arms, Morley paused not till he had laid her on

a sofa in the saloon ; then bending down his

head he kissed her cheek, saying— " Thank

God !" After gazing on her for a moment, he

added—" Now I will see to your cousin. I fear

she is much worse. Here, my good w^omen,"

he continued, speaking to the wife of the con-

tadino and her daughters, who had followed

him into the house, " there is a lady below who

will much want your care. Come with me."

In a few minutes he returned, bearing Lady

Malcolm in his arms apparently lifeless. She

was soon carried to his own bedroom, and every

means were employed to restore her that tho
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experience of any of the party could suggest.

Juliet forgot herself, and all she had suffered in

her anxiety for her cousin ; but, ere long, she

had the happiness to hear her utter a few words

of thanks and hope.

" Now leave her with me and her woman,"

said the wife of the contadino, who had shown

skill as well as tenderness in her care of the suf-

ferer ;
" a few hours sleep will do more for her

than anything else. Go with that lady, girls,"

she continued, speaking to her own daughters

;

" and find her some clothes, for she is very wet."

Morley led Juliet forth, and then, in the same

grave tone in which he had hitherto spoken,

besought her to chano*e her dress, and take some

refreshment and repose. " I must go myself,"

he added, "to make sure that there is assistance

at hand, in case of any of the poor wretches in

the other boat reaching the shore. Though they

abandoned j^ou and their companions, we must

not abandon them. Farewell, then, for to-

night. Lie down to rest. We shall meet again

to-morrow—Juliet."

Juliet gazed on him in silence and sadness,

but made no reply, and Morley left her.

About an hour was spent l^y the young Eng-

lishman in sending people with lights along the
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rocks, but without any result. The boat with

which some of the seamen had left the ship, had,

as the master of the vessel said, gone down

almost immediately, and the bodies of those

that it contained were not found for several da^^s.

With a slow and thoughtful step, while the

moon began to struggle with the clouds, Morley

Ernstein returned to his own dwelling, passed

along the corridor, gave some orders to Adam

Gray, and entered the saloon. To his surprise,

on raising his eyes, he beheld Juliet standing

as if watching for his return. Morley paused

for a moment, gazed at her with a look full of

emotion that could not be spoken ; then closed

the door, and, advancing, threw his arms around

her, and pressed her to his heart. Juliet strove

not to withdraw herself, but leaned her face

upon his bosom, and wept.

" Juliet," he said, in a low voice, as he felt

her heart throbbing against his—"Juliet, we

must never part ! It is no longer happiness or

misery with me, Juliet—it is life or death. You

are mine, or no other sun ever rises for me

again. Choose, Juliet—choose I The words of

fate are upon your lips. If you love me, you

are mine—if you love me not, I am nothing !"

'' I do—I do !" cried Juliet, throwing her own
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arms around him, and speaking with a vehe-

mence that he had never known lier use ;

" I do love you, Morley—I always have loved

you—I never loved any but you. Think not

you have sufTercd alone, Morley,—oh, I have

indnred more than it is possible for human lan-

guage to declare ! Can you doubt that I love

you ? If you do, tell me how you will have me

prove my love, and I am ready to do it, even

though the breaking of my vow should break

my heart, and destroy me here, as well as bring

wrath upon my head hereafter. Speak, Morley—

-

speak !—Love you ? Oh, yes ! better than any

thing on earth—better, I fear, than heaven !"

Morley clasped her closer to his heart, and

pressed his lips again and again upon her brow

and cheek ; they burned, as if with fire. She

had asked him what he would have her do, and

now he told her, witli all the eloquent words of

passion. He saw her gaze wildly upon him :

he thought that she hesitated. Then all the

fell words with which Liebcrg had urged him

came back to his memory, and he was about to

employ their power upon her also—from the

tempted to become the tempter !

But happily— oh, most happily for both !

Juliet replied, before he had blasted her esteem.
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" Say no more, Morle}^," she said—"say no

more—I am yours for ever;" and she put her

hand in his. " Oh, Lord God !" she added, " if

1 sin in breaking the solemn vow I made to

those who first gave me life, forgive me in thy

mercy! But for him, on whose account I break

it, that life which they gave would now be at

an end. His is the existence that I henceforth

possess, and surely it can be no crime to dedi-

cate it all to him ! I will trj^, Morley," she

continued—" I will try to forget that vow that

I have made to those who are dead, or to think

that I am now exempt from its obligation
; yet

I fear it will often return to make your Juliet

sad, and that my peace of mind will always be

disturbed by the thought of a parent's curse."

Morley cast down his eyes, as one bewildered.

He gazed thoughtfully on the ground for several

moments. He trembled at the feeling of a

great escape : and then he murmured—" Here

has been some mistake—here has been some

mistake ! Tell me, Juliet, what was this vow ?

It cannot be binding on you now, but yet I

must hear it."

" Hear it, Morley, and decide for me," said

Juliet, with a melancholy look ;
" the vow is a

double one. My mother, Morley, on her
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death-bed—after a life of grief and sorrow for

having disobeyed her own parent—exacted from

me a solemn pledge that I would never become

the wife of any man to whom my father forbade

me to give my hand. Morley, he did forbid*

me to unite myself to you. He demanded from

me a vow that I would not, on my duty as his

child ; and his last v/ords were the bitterest

—

the most awful curse upon my head if I dis-

obeyed."

There was a step in the room, whicli caused

Juliet to turn her head, while Morley, whose

fiice was towards the door, made an impetuous

sign to the person who had entered to retire

;

but old Adam Gray came in with a respectful,

but a determined countenance, and Juliet, with

a glowing cheek, withdrew herself from Mor-

ley's arm.

" I beg your pardon, Sir Morle3'," cried the

old man ; " but what I have to sa}^ nuist be

said—I can keep it down no longer ; I care

not whether it offends or not ! I have loved

you from a bo}^ sir, and will tell you the truth,

even though it make you angry. The young

lady that you are |alking to—I do not mean to

say anvthing against her—though she has made

you unhapp}' enough, Tm sure."

VOL. iif. Q
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" Quit the room, Adam Gray !" exclaimed

Morley, sternly.

" Not till I've told you, sir," replied the old

servant. " I've heard it's her father's will makes

her do all this ; but she is no more what she

fancies herself than I am. Your father always

said, sir, that she was not old Carr's daughter,

and wished Lady Malcolm— that is. Lady Cla-

vering, as I ought to call her now—to try it

with him. That was the cause of the quarrel

;

for your father said he was a swindler; and,

you know, all Mrs. Carr's property went to

Lady Malcolm, if she had not a child; and

so, when their baby died, he got this young lady

up from Sergeant More's wife, who had it to

nurse ; but the cheat was as plain as possible,

for this baby was six weeks old, and the other

but a day or two ; but as poor Mrs. Carr was

so ill that she knew nothing about it, and the

baby was brought up by hand, nobody could

prove it then, except the nurse and Mrs. More.

I can prove it now, however, and that I will,

too, let come of it what may."

The old man paused to take breath, for he

had spoken with all the eager rapidity of one

who, having broken through habitual respect, is

fearful lest the impulse which gave him courage
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to do SO should fail him. The effect produced

upon Morley and Juliet, however, was very

different from what he expected. At first both

seemed bewildered, but then a look of joy and

satisfaction inexpressible came upon his master's

countenance, and, casting his arms round her

he loved, Morley exclaimed— "Mine— mine,

Juliet!—you are mine, without a fear and

without a regret, without one cloud to shadow

the sunshine of our love
!"

" Oh, is it—can it be true ?" cried Juliet.

" Tell me—tell me," she continued, disengaging

herself from Morley's embrace, and laying her

hand upon the old man's arm—" can you prove

it ?—can you show, beyond a doubt, that I am
not his child ? I would give anything—I would

give everything—but, alas !" she added, sud-

denly recollecting herself, " if it be as you say,

Adam Gray, I shall have nothing to give—

I

shall be a beggar, Morley.—Will you value

your Juliet less ?"

^•' A thousand-fold more, dearest !" replied

her lover. " There was an internal conviction

of the truth in my heart, from the very first. I

was sure that old man could not be your father

—that the same blood never ran in his veins

and in yours."

q2
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^' And whose, then, is the blood that runs in

mine?'' said Juliet, thoughtfully. " It is strangp,

Morley—very strange !—and yet I own that I am
mostthanlvful to God it is as it is; for amongst

many painful things that I have endured through

life, one of the m.ost painful has been, a convic-

tion that I was not really an affectionate and

tender daughter— that I could not love my
father as natural impulse would prompt one to

do. Often have I struggled with myself, often

have I wept over my own sensations, and have

thought that, though he was unkind, and cold,

and bitter towards me, if I had really the feel-

ings which a child ought to have, I should

forget every sort of harsh and chilling act in

fdial love. But, oh ! I do regret my mother—

I

do regret my poor mother!— she was always

gentle and affectionate, and fond of me."

" Because she thouf/ht you were her child

;

and he knew you were not his," replied Adam
Gray—" that was tlie cause of the difference,

Miss Juliet ; and though I can't understand

how you and Sir i\Iorley have settled matters,

so as to seem very happy at what I feared might

make you otherwise, I hope you will forgive

me ; and as to proving it, I have got Mrs. More's

declaration myself, signed with her own hand,
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and her daughter has got all the papers which

the old woman left at her death. I promised

not to say a word till she was dead, and should

not, indeed, have told it now, but that I thought

you w^ere ill using my poor master, Miss Juliet."

" I hope I have not done so," said Juliet, with

a sad smile at the old man's bluntness. " One

may sometimes be obliged to make those they

love unhappy, without ill using them. Adam
Gra}^, I think you should have known me bet-

ter. But, however, perhaps now I may have

the power of rendering him happy instead.

Morley, you seem sad."

" No," answered Morley, " I am not, my
beloved; but even in intense joy itself, such as

I now experience, there may be a melancholy,

Juliet-^at all events a pensiveness—there must

be, indeed, as long as man feels in his own

heart that he is utterly unworthy of the good-

ness and mercy of God. Together Avith the

sensation of relief and blessing which was given

me by the tidings of this night, and the know-

ledge that you are mine without one shade of

regret hanging over our union, came the recol-

lection of how little I had merited suclijo}', how

I had repined and struggled, how many evil acts

I had actually been guilty of under the influ-
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ence of despair, how many more I might have

been tempted to commit, how many I was

upon the very eve of phmging into. I must

not tell you, JuUet—I cannot tell you all that

my words to you this very night imphed, before

I found what were really the ties that bound

you."

" Say not a word, dear Morley—say not a

word," replied Juliet, sadly but tenderly ; " it

has been bitter enough to know that I have

been making you wretched as well as myself.

What would it be to think that I had plunged

you into any evil ?"

" It is past, Juliet—it is past !" said Mor-

ley ;
" and though the last year will ever remain

upon my memory as one dark and gloomy spot,

yet, dear girl, it may be no disadvantage to me

to be a humbler man for the rest of my life,

from sad experience of my own weakness.—But

hark !" he exclaimed, hearing a sound unusual

in that remote place ;
" there is the galloping of

a horse's feet. I hope no bad news from Sor-

rento. Run down and see, good Adam, and

bring me word quickly."
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CHAPTER XXI.

MoRLEY Ernstein had not been alone in

watching with eager terror the progress of the

storm, and the wreck of the SiciUan Polacca, on the

night, with the events of w4iich we have lately

been bus}^ Helen Barhara, also, had seen

the first eifects of the squall, with terror the

more intense, because she knew, not only that

Juliet must be at that very time upon the

waters, but also because she was aware that

she must be within a few leagues of the shore

of Sorrento, upon which the wind w^as blowing

with such dreadful vehemence. Juliet had

written her a note from Capri, where they had

paused for an hour or two to sec the island, and

had even so accurately described the vessel, that

Helen had seen and recognised it before the



344 MORLEY ERNSTEIN.

Storm began. Each howl of the gale, when it

first commenced, made her heart sink with ap-

prehension ; and though there be some people

in the world, unfortunately; who may dream that

thoughts would come across Helen's mind to

check, if not to mitigate her anxiety for her

friend, yet be it said, most truly, that Helen

only remembered Juliet at that moment as one

who had ever been tender and kind, who had

been a sister to her when the lies of kindred

failed, who had loved her with disinterested

love, and soothed her in the time of sorrow and

mourning.

As soon as it was possible, notwithstanding

the fury of the wind, she went out to the highest

point of the coast, though it required all the

strength of Harry Martin, and another strong

man, to steady her steps. But Helen could not

resolve to remain within, while one w^hom she

so dearly loved was perishing amidst the waves

;

and on the top of the promontory she found

a number of Italians, gazing out likewise, with

their eyes all fixed upon that vessel— nov/

mastless, and abandoned to the fury of the

waters—wdiich was e-rowinur dimmer and more

dim to their sight, as the beams of day were

fading away from the sky. Then came the
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signals of distress, and all those terrible mo-

ments, ere the polacca was totally hidden by the

night. But Helen, thongh powerless, remained

not inactive ; she endeavoured, though in vain,

to induce the fiL^hermen to put off a boat ; she

enquired fruitlessly for any persons more ven-

turous than the rest; she offered sums that

seemed of incredible magnitude to the poor

Sorrentines, for any one who Avould go forth to

give aid to the vessel in distress. None vvould

undertake it ; and as the night went on, one

by one the people who had been assembled

dropped away, and left her standing there, still

gazing out inta the darkness, but unable to tear

herself from the spot.

At length, the same idea struck Harry

Martin, which had occurred to old Adam Gray.

" In half an hour from this time, madam," he

said, " that ship will be upon these rocks. Will

it not be better to get a number of men, with

torches, all ready to help and save as many of

the crew as possible ?"

" O, yes, yes !" cried Helen ;
" fly, by all

means, iiy, and collect as many as possible.

Pay them well, and promise a large reward for

every life that is saved. Go quick, my good

friend, go (piick ! I will return to tlie villa

with the courier. I fear I cun do no good

Q 3
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here. Never mind me, Martin, but gather the

people together, as fast as possible."

According to her orders, Harry Martin left

her ; and after remaining for about ten minutes

more, Helen was turning to go back to her own

dwelling, when one of the servants of the villa

came up, seeking for her in the darkness, to

tell her that some people had been sent over to

Sorrento by Sir Morley Ernstcin, who enter-

tained some apprehensions regarding her safety.

Scarcely had the man spoken, when the dim

forms of two or three other persons were seen

sauntering up the rocky road, and Helen, some-

what alarmed at what she heard, and not liking

their appearance, hastened her steps. She passed

another and another, without being able, in

the obscurity, to discern their faces ; and the

sound of footfalls following made her heart beat

strangely. At length four men presented them-

selves, linked arm in arm, and at the same

moment a loud whistle was heard from those

behind. At that signal an immediate rush was

made upon Helen, and those who were with

her. The two men were knocked down in an

instant ; and Helen, caught up by arms which

it was in vain to resist, was borne away, shriek-

ing, and calling for help in vain.

" This way, Excellenza, this way !" cried a
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voice, in Italian, while the speaker apparently

ran on before ;
" round by this wall, and the

back of the houses, or we shall be stopped.

Once on the road to Vico, and we are safe.

The house you bade us get, is that way—the

other men will take care we are not pursued.

Here, round to the right, sir."

Helen ceased not, however, to cry for help,

as long as strength remained, but it was in vain,

and for two miles the man who carried her bore

her on with a rapidity that made his own breath

come thick and hard. At length, as they were en-

tering what seemed a wilder, and less cultivated

part of the country, where the walls of the vine-

yards and gardens had ceased, and nothing was

before them but the hills covered with their

odoriferous plants, he paused, saying—" I must

stop for a minute. Bid the men make a circle

round us."

" Oh !" cried Helen ;
" for pity's sake let me

go. What have I done to injure you? If you.

will let me go, you shall have any ransom that

you name."

" Ransom !" he replied, speaking in English,

and in a voice too well known ;
" half a

world should not ransom you, till you be-

come a thing that you yourself loathe and
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hate. You scorned my love in England, you

scorned it still more bitterly at Rome, but now

I have you amongst these wild hills, and the

God that delivers you, will be a God indeed

!

Come on, my men, come on !" he continued,

" see, the moon is breaking through the clouds,

and the wind is going down; we are still too

near the houses.— Come on, cjuick, I say; I

think I hear a horse's feet."

Helen heard the same sound, and shrieked

aloud for aid, but help did not come ; they

hurried her on : the echo of the horse's feet

died away, and Lieberg said, in a bitter tone

—

" He hears not the sweet music ; or, like the

deaf adder, he stoppeth his ear to the song

of the charmer. Your mode of journeying is

unpleasant, perhaps ; it will soon be over, lady,

so content yourself for a time."

AVhen he had gone about a quarter of a mile

farther, however, a distant noise met the ears

of the whole party, not like the noise of one

horse's feel, but as if there were mau}^, coming

up at the full gallop by the same path which

they were pursuing. Helen found her per-

secutor's arms clasped more tightly round her,

Avhile his pace grew still more rapid, and, con-

hrmed by these signs in the fliint hope she
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entertained of assistance being near, she again

called aloud for help.

" Tie this over her mouth," cried one of the

men, giving Licberg a handkerchief; *' they

cannot trace us here, unless her screams bring

them up."

" That accursed moon will betray us," ex-

claimed Lieberg. " Cannot we get down into

the hollow way ?"

" They will hem us in there," cried the man.

" By the body of Bacchus, they have got round,

and are before us ! Bend down, Excellenza,

bend dovvii !— Curse that screaming! I will

drive my knife into her !"

" Here, take her," cried Lieberg. " We shall

have to fight them.— Call up some of the men

from behind.—Tie her, and keep her here I

—

They cannot be so many as we are. We will soon

disperse them.—Here come three, right down

upon us—call up some of the men from behind,

I say r
The man to whom he spoke uttered the same

loud whistle that Helen had heard before, but

at that very moment two or three shots were

heard from the ground which they had just

passed over, and then a whole volley, while the

three horsemen, who had galloped on and in-
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tercepted Lieberg's farther progress, caught

sight of him by the clear mooiiHght, and were

coming down at full speed.

*' Huzza ! we have them—we have them !"

cried the voice of Harry Martin.—" In God's

name, leave him to me, Sir Morley.—You look

to the lady."

But as he spoke, two of Lieberg's hired

ruffians rushed up, in that picturesque, and

never-to-be-mistaken costume which the Italian

bandits have affected, with the ribands on their

hats floating wildly in the gale, and their long

guns carried easily in their hands.

" We cannot help you," they cried—" we

cannot help you; they are too many for us.

Bertolo is down, and so is Marino."

" But strike one stroke^," exclaimed Lieberg,

furiously ;
" here are but three before us."

" But there are twenty behind," answered one

of the men. " However, here goes ;" and, raising

his gun to his shoulder, he fired.

His companion followed his example, the

very moment after, and instantly one of their

opponents went down, horse and man together.

Another horse reared and plunged, but darted

forward again with a staggering pace, and the

horseman finding that the beast was wounded.
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sprang to the ground, and cast away the rein.

The other man, who had fallen also, started up,

and two of Licberg's companions, each taking a

separate way, turned and fled. The man who

still remained mounted was turning his rein

to pursue them, but the voice of Morley Ern-

stein stopped him, exclaiming—" This way

—

this way ! There stands the villain himself.

I know him but too well."

" This for you. Sir Morley Ernstein," shouted

Lieberg, levelling a pistol, and firing at the

same moment.

Morley staggered back, but the ball, dis-

charged from too great a distance, only hurt

him slightly, and the next moment he darted

forward again.

" Shall I kill her ?" cried the Italian, who

stood beside Lieberg.

His master paused for a single instant, then

caught Helen up again in his arms, asking

—

"The cliff is near, is it not ?" and without waiting

a reply, he ran with the swiftness of lightning up

the side of the hill. The moon was now shining

clear, as I have said, and the whole party beheld

and followed him. The man on horseback con-

trived to turn him once, as a greyhound does a

hare, but neither Morley nor Harry Martin,
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though, by their companion's manoeuvre, they

gained upon him considerably, dared to fire for

fear of hitting Helen.

At length Lieberg paused, but it was only on

the very verge of the rock overlooking the sea

;

and there he stood, laughing aloud with the

peculiar mocking laugh which always marked

that lie thought he had won the da}^ His tall,

magnificent form was seen clear and distinct by

the moonlight, and Morlcy and those who were

with him, not three paces distant, could even

distinguish his features and the look of dark and

savage triumph by which they were animated.

" Keep back, Sir Morlcy Ernstcin," he cried,

" and hear a word or tvvo ! When first we met,

I felt that the fate of one of us depended on

the other. You have me at bay, but I have

my advantage too. If you drive me over this

precipice, 3'ou not only destroy a woman vvho

loves you, but you kill your own brother—ay !

your father's son. Sir Morley, by a lady of higher

rank than your own low-born dam. Have you

any scruples of fraternal tenderness ?—I have

none !" and at the same moment he clasped

Helen tightly round the waist with his left arm,

and stretched out his right Vvith a second pistol

in the act to fire.
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Ere he could drav/ the trigger, however, with

a bound, which cleared the intervening space in

an instant, Harry Martin was upon him. One

powerfid arm was cast round Helen, tearing her

fiom her persecutor; the other pressed a pistol

right into Lieberg's ear.—The cock fell— there

was a flash and a report; and, reeling back,

with Helen in his arms, from the edge of the

precipice, over which he had nearly fallen in his

effort to rescue her, the hardy Englishman ex-

claimed— ** I have saved you—by G—, I have

saved you
!"'

And where was Lieberg? He had disap-

peared ; and though Sir Morley Ernstein caused

long and diligent search to be made for his

body under the cliffs upon the following morn-

ing, it was novv'here to be found. The sea did

not approach near enough to have washed it

away ; none of the peasants or fishermen had

seen or heard of it ; and the only thing that

could give any indication of his fate, was a drop

or two of blood on the spot where he had stood.
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CHAPTER XXII.

There are few sensations that affect the heart

of man which arc more impressive, I might

almost say subUme, than those which he feels

when he wakes from the first sleep that is

afforded to him after strange and stirring events,

when some vast change has been effected, when

some great result has been achieved. During

that dark and terrible night—that night so full

of joy and pain, which we have spoken of in

the last chapter, Morley Ernstein obtained but

little refi'eshing repose. Much confusion and

agitation took place in his own dwelling after

he returned thither with Helen Barham; and

the emotions of joy, we all know, are not less

exciting than even those of grief.

The meeting between Juliet and Helen was
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in itself affecting to both, and equally so to him

who witnessed it ; but Helen Barham was the

same as she had always been—generous and

enthusiastic in her affections, and thinking far

less of herself than others. When Morley, in-

deed, led her into the room where Juliet waited

his return with anxious expectation, her heart

fluttered, and her lips murmured a few words

which might perhaps be prayer; but she cast

her arms round her friend, and told her all the

terror and the anguish she had felt while un-

certain of her fate upon the sea.

"But now," she added, after the events which

had just taken place upon the hill had been re-

lated to their fair auditor—",from all I see, and

from a few words which he has spoken, dear

Juliet, I believe I may thank God, not only

for saving you from destruction, but for re-

storing you fully to him towards whom I am
such a debtor. To see you two happy will

be the greatest of happiness to me, for, indeed,

I may well say that I love you both, better

than any beings on this earth ; and I am very

sure, as no one can ever confer such benefits

upon me as you have done, so will no one ever

arise even to share in that affection which is

your due from me."
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In conversation such as this, and in enquiries,

explanations, and arrangements, two or three

hours passed after Morley's return, and it wanted

but a short time of the dawn v/hen he laid his

head down to rest. Thought occupied that

space, and the sky was growing grey with

the approach of daylight, when sleep fell upon

the young Englishman's eyes. He slept for

about two hours, then rose, and went out to

gaze over the sea. All was calm and tranquil.

The storm which had swept the waters on the

preceding evening had passed away ; sunshine,

and brightness, and tranquillity, had returned

;

and Morley could not help finding a symbol in

the atmospheric changes of that night, of the

workings of his ov\'n flite, which had just taken

place. He felt that a tempest had swept over

him, had passed, and had left a calm to come

back again and soothe his heart. He raised his

voice to God, and thanked him for the infinity

of his mercies.

Morley Ernstein had yet more to be grateful

for than perhaps he already knew; but he was

quite satisfied with his fate, and sought to en-

quire no farther. He comprehended easily

how, with rash haste, he had concluded that

Juliet had become Lady Clavering, and would
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have as]iccl do farther fjueslions on a subject,

the very memory of which was pahiful to him,

had not the good Countess herself, with her

usual kindly simplicity, thought it right to ex-

plain to her young friend— as soon as she could

get down, on the day following the shipwreck

—

all the reasons and motives of her marriage

with Lord Clavering.

" I dare say you, my dear jMorley," she

said, "and a great number of other people,

thought it a very silly thing for an old woman

like myself to do, and perhaps for my good lord

also ; but we have known each other for some

thirty years, and have seen each other at periods

of great grief for the loss of those wc loved

better than we shall ever love again. We both

found ourselves somewhat solitary in life ; and

therefore, when I saw that Juliet here had made

up her mind to give her hand to you, I listened

to the proposal of Lord Clavering, though I had

some time before hesitated to agree to it. You

may be very sure, my dear Morley, that neither

wealth nor station was my object; for though

my income v/as a very limited one, I always

made it answer my purposes, and, at all events,

it was as great as ray ambition."

" Had you waited a little," said Morley,
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looking at Juliet with a smile, "your fortune

would have been much increased."

Lad}^ Clavering was surprised, but the tale

was soon told, and Adam Gray himself sent for,

to explain the whole. He now repeated what

he had said the night before ; but as proof of

his assertions, he produced a paper which the

widow of Sergeant More had signed, as the

reader may recollect, when she was journeying

over with him and her daughter to Doncas-

ter. By this she acknowledged that, shortly

after her arrival in England, whither she had

come after leaving her husband with the army,

she had taken up her abode in a small York-

shire village, between Morley Court and Yel-

verly, with three children of her own, and

one infant, the daughter of an officer in the

Austrian service, which she had brought from

the Continent, leaving its father dying, and its

mother dead. She had received some kindness

from the father of Sir Morley Ernstein on her

first arrival, and he had seen the infant she

brought. But before she had been a week in the

cottage she inhabited, Mr. Carr himself came

down one night in haste, and concluded with

her a bargain, by which, for the sum of two

hundred pounds, and the promise of future pro-
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tection and support, she gave up to him the

infant which she had brought to England, and,

taking the dead chihl in its place, pretended

that her little charge had fallen sick and ex-

pired. The motive assigned by Mr. Carr for

his part of this proceeding was, that his wife

would go distracted if she found her child

had died. But Mrs. More soon began to hear

rumours of a different sort; Sir Morley Ern-

stein's father came down to her, and with kindly,

though serious admonitions, besought her to tell

the truth in regard to the death of the child, as

a considerable property was at stake. Mr. Carr

himself ultimately acknowledged the fact to

her ; but by payment of a second sum, and

obtaining her husband's promotion, induced her

to go with Sergeant More to India, where she

remained for eighteen or nineteen years.

Such were the contents of the paper which

Adam Gray now read ; but Jane Martin, he

said, possessed all the more important docu-

ments, and she was soon brought from Sorrento,

to throw what light she could upon the case.

She produced four curious documents, perfectly

sufficient to confirm all that the old man had

asserted. The first was another clear state-

ment by Mrs. More herself, precisely similar in
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all material points to the other : it was drawn

up by her own hand, signed and witnessed.

The next was an acknowledgment of the facts

which she had extracted from Mr. Carr before

she would consent to leave England. The third,

v/as a certificate, in German, of the birth ofJuliet

Willoughb}^ ; and the fourth, a letter from her

flithcr. Captain Willoughby, to the rector of

some parish in Yorkshire, recommending the

child to his care, and begging him to interest

the writer's elder brother in the poor orphan.

On this letter was written, in Mrs. More's hand

—

** The rector had died of the fever before I got

to England."

'• Shew me those two last papers," cried

Lady Clavering, as Morley read them aloud

;

" let me see them, Morley—let me see them

!

Juliet, my dear child," she continued, casting

her arms around her, after she had read and

re-read the papers, " if you have lost one father,

you have found another— that Captain Wil-

loughby is my husband 1"

It were needless to trouble the reader with

farther explanations, or to ask his permission,

like the vanquished party after a battle, " to bury

our dead." If he will turn to the [ir?t part of

this volume, he will see the reference made by
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Lord Clavering himself—which, probably, he

skipped at the time, as being irrelevant to the

history before him—to some of the circum-

stances of his early life, and I can afford him

no farther information, not possessing any

myself. Suffice it, that nobleman, on his ar-

rival at Naples, about a fortnight afterwards,

held Juliet to his heart, and wept over her as a

long-lost child ; and that without any tedious

delay, he united his daughter to the man whom
she had always loved.

For Morley, he was happier than even ima-

gination, w^armed by love and expectation, had

been able to paint ; and with Juliet by his side,

let it be said, the good " Tenant of the Heart,"

the high, the holy, and the pure—the spirit

of the soul, maintained a perpetual sway over

her more earthly comrade.

Some five or six years after the period of this

tale, the two cottages, which we have described

as seated in the little glen near Warmstone

Castle, appeared thrown into one, decorated with

shrubs and flowers, and, generally, with three

or four rosy children running about the doors.

From the Uttle garden-gate every morning, half

an hour after sun-rise, might be seen to ride

forth a very powerful man, growing, perhaps,

VOL. III. R
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a little heavy withal, but mounted on a stout

Yorkshire horse, well fitted to carry him. The

labourers and tenants touched their hat to the

steward; and, though with a wary and a watchful

eye he perambulated the property, seeing that

no injustice was done to his beloved mistress,

yet all the people on the land declared that Mr.

Martin was a kind, good man; that he was

tender to the poor, charitable to all, liberal to

the active and industrious, and, above all things,

clement, and no way harsh to an unconfirmed

wrong-doer; for he himself well knew, that,

whatever magistrates or lawgivers may say,

Mercy has power to reclaim.

And of her, the mistress of the mansion, what

have we to tell? That Helen remained Helen

Barham still, in mind, in character, as well as

in name. If there was regret resting as a shade

upon her mind, if there was disappointment

amongst the memories of the heart,* the pure,

high spirit veiled them from all eyes; and

though I must not say she struggled loith them

—for there was nothing like contention in her

breast, after Juliet and Morley were once united

—yet she repressed all selfish feelings, and saw

the happiness that their union produced with a

bright, though grave, tranquillity. She laid
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out for herself, from that moment, her course of

Hfe. In the fair and calm abode which seemed

to have been prepared expressly for her, she

passed her future years in diffusing happiness

and sunshine round her. The cottage knew

her step well ; and a class above that found her

a kind and indulgent lady, healing all wounds,

reconciling all differences, and silencing cla-

mour and complaint. It was very seldom

throughout the whole neighbourhood, that

sweet smile, and that soft voice, would not pre-

vail, even where every harsher means had been

tried in vain. She was a good neighbour, too,

and a good friend ; and her beauty, her extra-

ordinary beauty, remained undiminished for

many years. It was as if the pure and noble

spirit had a balmy and preserving influence

even upon her corporeal frame. There is one

thing strange, however, in regard to her fate

;

though many admired the lovely woman, and

many coveted the hand of the wealthy heiress,

no one ever ventured to ask that boon of Helen

Barham.

Several years afterwards she besought Juliet

to allow her to adopt one of her children,

and make him heir of the property which

had once been his father's. The boy spent
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several months with her in each succeeding

year; and once—^but only once—as he looked

up with a bright and beaming smile in Helen's

face, while she parted the beautiful hair upon

his brow, her eyes filled with tears, and she

clasped him to her bosom, with emotions that

could not be restrained.

And Lieberg ! Was nothing, then, ever heard

of him ? Can one form no conjecture, backed

by sufficient probabilities, of his real fate ?

Reader, his body was never found ; but his

spirit, alas! still lives, and pervades too many

a scene, blasting with its presence what other-

wise might be bright. Happy is the man who

has not a Lieberg always very, very near him !

Where?

In his own heart

!

THE END.

T. C. Savill, Printer, 107, St, Martin's Lane.
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